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ACT I 


Scrne.—The Lnbrary, Claremont House, Hampstead. 
A room, the walls of which are entirely covered 
with large book-shelves. Above the shelves stand 
busts of Homer and Plato, Goethe and Shakespeare. 
A library ladder leans against one book-shelf. At 
the back is a large French window over which 
curtains are drawn. The room is lighted by 
electric light in sconces on the walls. A fireplace 
with the fire burning. At centre rs a solid table 
with some chairs round it. There vs an easy 
chair with a book-rest standing beside wt near the 
fire. The entrance 1s left of the room. Books are 
piled on the floor at the foot of one of the book- 
shelves. 

[Mary and Jamus are discovered. They are 
dusting books from one pile, and putting 
them up in a second pile. 


Mary. You’re dusting them books twice over! 

James. Deuce take the books! You know what it 
is when he’s got to sell books. It gets on his nerves 
that cruel. 

Mary. Well, it needn’t get on yours. The books 


saved us four years ago. 
1 
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James. The books didn’t save us. “Twas the 
Colonel saved us, not the books. 

Mary. And he will again. There’s nothing like a 
soldier at a crisis, James. He understands money, 
and our lot don’t. 

James. [Dropping a book.] Theyre so silly proud. 

Mary. But it ain’t the pride that goes before a fall. 
We shall weather it. 

James, Life’s all weathering things. There’s 
always a blasted new depression coming from Ice- 
land. Hell of a place that must be to live in. 

Mary. Don’t you let master catch you using them 
words. We’ve conquered before and we will again. 

James They’re such a pack of innocents. 

Mary. So they are, then—never think a rose have 
got a thorn till it pricks em and they find their 
fingers bleeding. They believe life’s all books and 
music and nonsense, bless ’em. They say Mr 
Morris will make a name with his pictures some 
day. 

James. Yes, when we're all dead. A brave lot 
of use that is. 

Mary. It’s a sign of good pictures if nobody won’t 
buy ’em till you’re dead. 

James. And now a visitor’s coming, and they’ll 
kill the fatted calf, of course. 

Mary. Oh yes. Them that can’t pay for a fatted 
calf are always the first to kill it. 

James. And the Blue Comet, too. I don’t like it. 
He ain’t a straight comet. He ain’t- made of proper 
comet stuff. They say he’s poisonous. 
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Mary. Nonsense! He’s onlya star with a tail. 
Our luck don’t come from the comet. He’s too far off. 

James. But it’s getting nearer. It can’t miss us, 
they tell me. I don’t trust it whether or no, more 
don’t a lot of other people. 


Enter NicHotas BEDALE. 


Nicuoxas. Tell Miss Millicent I can continue the 
selection, James. [Szghs.] Another five hundred 
books must leave us, Mary. 

[Hot Jamus. 

Mary. There’s plenty after that, sir. 

NicHo.as. Strangely enough, one never gets half 
as much for a book as one paid for it. 

Mary. Buying and selling are two different things. 

Nicuoxas. True; but why? Why, if John Smith 
wants to sell me a volume, must I pay a guinea for it, 
whereas if John Smith wants to buy the same volume 

from me, he invariably finds it worth only seven-and- 
six? A mystery—one of many—one of many. In 
strict confidence I may tell you that things have come 
to a crisis, Mary. 

Mary. [Looks at the books on the floor.| We know 
that, sir. 

Nicnoxas. [Following the look.| Affection sharpens 
the wits. It makes you and James extraordinarily 
acute. Affairs are unusually complicated for the 
moment. In fact money seems to be losing its old 
value. 

Mary. It ain’t the money that’s worth less—it’s 
the blessed things all cost more. They go up and up. 
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Nicnotas. But according to the laws of gravity, 
things that go up have got to come down again. 

Mary. Oh no. It’s us who go down. 

Nicnotas. These problems of demand and supply 
have always been beyond me. They are supposed to 
regulate one another, I believe, yet who can honestly 
say that the supply of money has ever been equal to 
the demand ? However, the Colonel understands. 

[Enter Mituicent BEDALE. 
I hope he may find a modus wwendt. 

Mary. What might that be, sir ? 

Mituicent. A way to dodge the workhouse, Mary. 

Mary. Well, we done it four years ago, Miss—why 
not again! You trust the Colonel, sir. 

(Eat Mary. 

Nicuouas. Hold the ladder for me, Milly. 

MILLIcENT. Let me go up—you’ll be so tired. 

Nicuotas. No, no. It’s only my mind that gets 
tired, not my legs. Nothing makes me so mentally 
fatigued as parting with literature in any shape or 
form. We'll try that row at the-top. I have some 
good things there. [Mounts a few steps, then turns.] 
I wonder if Christopher Bedale will resemble his 
father ? 

Miuicent. Very likely. 

Nicno.as. He might, of course, have met Reginald 
Bruce in Sydney. 

MILLICENT. [Starting.] Don’t, father, please. 

Nicuouas. Take care of the ladder. It was a very 
real grief to me when you and Reginald parted. I 
had grown to care so much for the boy. 
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Miuuicent. Let’s get on with the books. 

NicHoxas. Australia’s a large place—still they 
might meet. No, you must listen, Milly. They 
may have met—he and Christopher. 

Miuiicent. It wasn’t my fault that Reginald 
went, and nobody can ever say it was. 

Nicnoxas. Be frank with yourself as you are with 
us. It was your fault. A very unfortunate affair— 
doubtless better buried now. . 

Miuurcent. I'll never say I’m sorry—never. 

Nicnoxas. I suppose not. And yet you'll never 
be anything else; and more will he—more will he, 
poor lad. 

Miturcenr. Please don’t talk about it. It’s bitter 
enough to think about without talking. 

Nicuoas. I shall certainly ask Christopher if he 
ever met Reginald in Sydney. 

Minuicent. I wish this Christopher Bedale wasn’t 
coming. He’ll only want to sponge on you. 

Nicuouas. Then he has chosen a most unfortunate 
moment for the operation. 

Mituicent. A “ sun-downer,” I expect. 

Nicuo.as. [Now at top of ladder handing books.] 
A “sun-downer”’? What’s that ? 

Mituicent. A homeless sort of loafer, who just 
roams the bush and always arranges to arrive at a 
farm, or a back-block, or something, at sun-down. 
You can’t turn him away, of course, and so he gets 
supper and a bed and breakfast for nothing. 

Nicnotas. We couldn’t do less than that for any 
stranger—certainly not for Henry’s boy. Take these 
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—Johnson’s “ Lives of the Poets ”—a sweet edition, 
but I have three others. 
[Mitty takes books, and he descends with some 
more. 
I fear five hundred works must go—many quite 
valuable. 

MiuuicEent. I don’t believe it’s any use, father. 

Nicnotas. No use? Several of these books cost 
me more than thirty shillings. I calculate that we 
should get fifty pounds by them. If necessary 
certain first editions must be sacrificed also. We'll 
see what Uncle Lucas says. He’s practical—heroes 
generally are. 

Mituicent, He’s keen on books, too. His books 
are all about strategy and tactics and fighting and 
old wars. 

Nicuotas. He is a many-sided genius—a man of 
the world, Milly. 

Mitiicent. A man of the next world too. He’s 
always wondering if Napoleon went to heaven, and 
hoping against hope that he did. 

Nicnoxas. I hope he did, too—for your uncle’s 
sake, though I have no wish to meet him 
myself, 

Miuucent. I know exactly what is going to happen 
at this conference to-night. Uncle Lucas will hear 
of the mess we’re in, and will preach the need for 
self-sacrifice and self-control and discipline; then 
he’ll offer absurd suggestions about absurd economies ; 
and then he’ll say, that by the greatest good luck in 
the world he’s made another wonderful investment 
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and has just the sum we happen to want lying idle 
at the bank. 

Nicuouas. [Flushing up.] Not a penny—not a 
penny! Dear Lucas has very little beyond his 
pension and that little the result of his own wonder- 
ful financial ability. We want his counsel—no more. 


Enter JANE BEDALE. 


JANE, When does the conference begin ? 

Nicuoxas. We only wait for Lucas, Janey. 

JANE. Isn’t Morris to be here ? 

MiLLiceNT. He’s gone to meet Christopher Bedale, 
Aunt Janey. 

Jane. Morris should be present. It would help 
to show him the scarcity of money, and the value of 
money. He never thinks of such things. 

Nicuoias. We mustn’t damp his ardour for his 
work. Morris takes his art most seriously, ’m 
sure. 

Jane. My dear Nicholas, until a young man 
associates art with bread and butter, he never takes 
it seriously. 

Mitiicent. When he thinks of his pictures in 
terms of bread and butter, he’s doomed, Aunt Janey. 
If he knew we were so hard up, he’d begin to paint 
pot-boilers. 

Jane. And what’s the matter with pot-boilers ? 
It’s better to make bot-boilers than let somebody 
else boil your pot for you. 

Nicnouas. If sacrifices are necessary, be sure 
Morris will be the last to shrink from them. 
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Enter ELIZABETH BEDALE with a book. 


Evizasetu. I’ve found it—the Benvenuto Cellini! 
Morris had taken it for that Italian engraving and 
forgotten to put it back. There it was under a pile of 
litter in the studio. 

Mituicent. Well done, you—you’re a regular 
sleuth, Betty. 

JANE. Feather-brained boy ! 

Nicnotas. My dear Betty—I breathe again! 
[Taking book.] There are intimate memories con- 
nected with this volume—I wouldn’t have lost it for 
anything. 

EvizaBeTH. Hasn’t the warrior turned up ? 

Miuuicent. He’s coming from his club, and, of 
course, he’d rather die than be early or late. 

EvizaBeTH. Morris and the unknown Christopher 
will tumble in on top of the conference, ’m afraid. 
How funny it is to call a man by his Christian name 
before you’ve ever set eyes on him. 

Mituicent. I shan’t call him “ Christopher.” 

JANE. Don’t—till you find what he’s made of. 
You may regret it. 

EizaBeTH. I wonder what the man’s like. 

Janez. If he’s like his father, he’s long and thin and 
hard—hard as the nether millstone. 

Nicuoxas. Not hard, Janey—independent. Henry 
had a good heart. 

JANE. Just what he hadn’t. You forget him. 

EuizaBetTu. Father always forgets the nasty part 
of people. But so often they won’t let you. 
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Jane. Henry hated his relations—he only went to 
Australia to get as far away from every other Bedale 
as he possibly could. 

HizaBetTu. What did Uncle Henry do out there ? 

Nicuouas. We do not know. He married, at any 
rate. His wife was an orphan without a soul in the 
world belonging to her. 

Mitutcent. Just the girl to suit Uncle Henry. 

NicHo.as. But it argues a heart that he could 
marry anybody. Sadly enough she died very young. 
Christopher has never known a mother’s care. 

EvizaBeTH. What you don’t know, you don’t 
miss. My Golden Wyandottes never knew a mother’s 
care, but they’re all right. 

Nicuoxas. That was all we ever heard until—— 

Jane. Until Henry died himself. 

NicHotas. No, Janey. When our dear mother 
passed away, Henry wrote and offered to pay his 
share of the tomb. 

Jane. He’d have been delighted to pay for tombs 
for us all. 

Nicnoxas. A man of singular character was Henry 
—just a little too interested in self perhaps, But we 
must not judge him now. At any rate we come to 
his only son with open minds. 

Jane. And caution. I beg you will be cautious 
and not too effusive, Nicholas. He may be another 
Henry. 

NicHoias. He may feel just a human need of us. 

Mixuicent. He’s probably feeling a human need 
for pounds, shillings and pence, 
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Nicuotas. Then where should he come but here 
to his own kin ? 

Jane. Don’t be sentimental, Nicholas, please. We 
are in no position to help anybody. 

ExizaBetuH. Must help ourselves first, father. 
We'll hope he’s prosperous. 

Miturcent. If you ask the new cousin to 
the conference, perhaps he would see how 
the wind blows and say “Good-bye” pretty 
promptly. 

Nicuoutas. My dear child, where’s your sense of 
propriety ? 

JANE. Or pride? He must never guess for an 
instant the we are—involved. 

EvizaBETH. He won’t guess—he'll jolly soon know, 
Aunt Janey. 

Miuuicent. He'll see it sticking out all right. 

Nicnonas. He shall at least have friendship, 
though generosity is denied us. 

JANE. Don’t do anything silly. Don’t let him 
quarter himself on us too long. Young people now- 
a-days are so ready to take everything for granted. 
They always expect the admiration of the middle- 
aged, and so seldom deserve it. 

EvizaBetTuH. That’s one for us, Milly. 

JANE. I refer to young males. I confess to very 
little admiration for young men. 

Nicuoas. He’sa Bedale. We are quite safe with 
him. 

Miuuicent. Well, I only hope he cares for decent 
things and isn’t a ruffian. 
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EizaBetTu. Pll bet he does. If he doesn’t, we'll 
“arn” him. 

JANE. It’s very unlikely he would care for things 
that matter. . 

Nicuoxas. Surely he’s bound to be interested in 
books or blue china, in pictures or music? What 
could any life be without these things ? 

EvizABeTH. Perhaps he’ll show us. He can always 
fall back on me if he hates art. 

JANE. Don’t be flippant, Betty, and don’t be hope- 
ful, Nicholas. There are only too many young men, 
and young women, who care not a button for art in 
any shape. Australia’s not at all an artey place, I 
believe. 

[The clock strikes six and the bell rings. Enter 
CotoneL Lucas Brepate. 

Nicuouas. That’s Uncle Lucas. Punctual to the 
moment as usual, Lucas. 

Mituicent. He’s not: the clock’s five minutes 
slow. 

EizaBetH. You're late, actually late for once, 
Uncle Lucas. 

Lucas. I confess it—I own it, Betty. All the 
comet’s fault. The comet begins to interfere 
actively in human affairs already. Thus small things 
rise out of great, and great things come out of small. 
Tam late because my motor omnibus ran into a lamp- 
post, and my motor omnibus ran into a lamp-post 
because the driver was looking at the comet instead 
of at the street in front of him. He actually con- 
fessed it. The comet has already a curious power over 
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some people—a sort of hypnotism. Now to business 
—to business. Where’s Morris ? 

EvizABETH. Gone to meet the new cousin. But he 
puts himself entirely in my hands. He sold a picture 
three days ago for three pounds—that one of Hamp- 
stead in the snow. 

Lucas. Good. Three pounds. With Morrisa little 
praise is possible. He’s prone to undervalue himself. 

EizasetTu. That’s what I’m always driving into 
him. He will be such a worm about his own stuff. 

Lucas. [Taking a newspaper from his pocket.| Some 
more concerning the comet. They say it’s serious. 

JANE. Twaddle. 

[ELIzABETH draws curtains and reveals comet. 

EvizaBeta. I like him—so far. He looks so busy 
and determined. 

Mituicent. If the comet would pay our debts—— 

Nicuoxas. I deprecate the word “ debts,” Milly. 

[ELIZABETH shuts curtains. 

JANE. What are they, then? A debt by any other 
name would smell as sour. 

Nicuoxas. True, Janey—true. Let Lucas take the 
chair and I will put the position before him. I wish 
to speak first. 

EvizaBetu. Of course, father. 

Nicnotas. Our embarrassments—— 

JANE. Why use four syllables when one will do ? 

Lucas. [He puts newspaper on table. Then he takes 
the head of the table.] The Blue Comet is approach- 
ing the solar system at the rate of half a million 
miles an hour, Nicholas. So the scientists say. 
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Nicuoxas. What does the poet tell us ? 

“* When beggars die, there are no comets seen ; 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death 
of princes.” 

Jane. Stuff and nonsense. 

Nicuoxas. No, Janey. Shakespeare didn’t think 
80, 

“Tt is the part of men to fear and tremble 
When the almighty gods, by token, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.” 

Jane. Not to astonish the Bedales, I should hope. 
This is the twentieth century. We know all about 
comets. You can see them on the Bayeux Tapestries. 
Queen Victoria had a jewel in her crown suggested by 
Halley’s Comet. 

Lucas. They go much further back than Queen 
Victoria, Janey. They terrified the ancients. The 
annals of Rome and Greece are full of them. 

Nicuoxas. True, Lucas. They have always been 
regarded as malignant and sinister apparitions. 

ELizaBETH. What ho, father ! 

JANE. Sinister fiddlesticks ! 

Lucas. Because a thing has never happened, it 
by no means follows that it never will. These 
mysterious messengers have threatened the earth in 
the past. Their savage tails, their unearthly light, 
their terrific speed—all indicate their formidable 
possibilities. 

Jane. Pm ashamed of you, Lucas. 

Lucas. You speak in ignorance, Janey. I know 
what I’m talking about. To some they were mere 
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terrestrial exhalations; others saw in them the 
spirits of great men departed. The Romans, for 
example, believed that the enormous comet of 
43 B.c. was the spirit of Julius Cesar. 

EvizaBetu. Well—Julius Cesar was all right, 
wasn't he @ 

Nicuouas. The early writers found symbols in 
them, also. Pliny describes a comet that revealed 
the image of God in human form. 

Lucas. In fact these hairy stars have always 
wakened terror and consternation. They strike at 
the heart, for ignorance is the mother of fear. 

JANE. If you’ve come to lecture on comets, Lucas, 
I'll go and do something useful. 

MILLICENT. But what will this blue comet do to 
us? That’s the question. 

ELizABETH. Just have a game with us, I expect, 
and then be off. 

Nicuoxas. What it may, or may not do to us, is the 
problem science is seeking to decide. 

Lucas. Herodotus relates that a comet—— 

Nicuo.as. Don’t go, Janey. 

Lucas. I speak of these majestic denizens of infinity 
on purpose to elevate our minds, Jane. Then we shall 
come to the affairs of the family in a large spirit. 
The stars in their courses can fight for us, as well as 
against us. This amazing meteor, which has never 
visited the solar system before—may, after all, be 
an object to bless rather than to fear. 

Miuuicent. I hate it already. It’s such an ugly 
blue. 
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Exizasetu. D’you think so? It’s like a jolly 
larkspur we used to have. The gardener killed it. 

Lucas. Leave the comets and tackle the accounts. 
We must be brave, reasonable and patient—just as 
we were four years ago during the last crisis. Then 
we shall triumph as we did on that occasion. Tell me 
everything. Your good is my good, your evil, my evil. 

[They now sit at the table. The CoLoNEL 
takes the head, with MILLIicenT on his 
right and JANE on his left. Beside Janz 
sits KLIZABETH ; beside MILLICENT sits 
NICHOLAS. 

Nicuotas. [Taking up papers before him.] Once 
more our expenditure has exceeded the income, 
Lucas. How much discomfort and anxiety may 
lurk in those simple words! Now here I have drawn 
out the common necessities of our lives; and if any- 
body can say they are not necessities, then I must 
ask them to prove it. I am quite willing to be con- 
vinced. I do not go into sordid details, but handle 
the figures in a large spirit, as you advise. I present 
as it were the budget—the Bedale budget, taking 
expenditure first and assets afterwards. [Reading.] 


“Coal ; ‘ q ; : i £385 
Electric light . : ; aap 03) 
Rent and taxes : ‘ . 120 


All food supplies including butcher, 
baker, greengrocer, grocer and 
fishmonger, for eight adults, taking 
the average of each person at 
twelve shillings a week . : #250? 
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Jang. Are you quite sure of those figures, 
Nicholas? They sound highly suspicious to me. 

Nicuotas. I guarantee them to within a shilling 
or two, Janey. 

EvizaBetu. Nothing for amusements, father ? 

Miuuicent. We can make our own amusements. 

EvizaBetu. I can’t. Fun costs money. 

NicHotas. ’m coming to amusements in due 
course. [Reads.] 

“Dress for myself, Jane, Milly, Betty 

and Morris, calculated at £25 a head £125 
Salaries of James, Mary and the 
cook . ‘ : ; ; ee 

EvizaBEetH. Pocket-money, father ? 

Nicuoxas. I confess I did not budget for pocket- 
money. 

EvizaseTa. You must face it. Think of a new 
tax to find us pocket-money, father. 

Nicwoxas. It shall come in under the head of 
supplementary expenses. You often see them 
mentioned in Parliament and the Opposition always 
protests. [Reads again.] 

“Gardener, three daysa week . 5 6 

Newspapers, subscriptions, amuse- 
ments, painting materials for 
Morris——” 

ExizaBetu. And travelling expenses—he must go 
to Italy this year somehow. 

Jane. Don’t keep interrupting your father, 
Betty. 

EvizaBETH. Sorry. 
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Nicuotas. [Reading.] 

“Travelling expenses and other un- 
expected demands. ' £9677 

Lucas. That should be more. It embraces count- 
less happenings. Never forget the medical man. 

Jane. Nobody ever does—till after he’s done his 
work. 

Nicuoxas. I am relieved to hear you say so, Lucas, 
It shall be more. I esteem the profession highly. 

Lucas. Say fifty pounds for unexpected demands. 

Nicuoias. What a thing it is to have such a grasp ! 

Lucas. And now the total. 

Exizasetu. Plus twenty-five for pocket-money. 
Do it well while you’re about it, father. 

Lucas. Twenty for pocket-money, Betty—that’s 
quite enough. 

Nicnotas. Twenty for pocket-money—good. One 
moment—{calculates] the figures now produce a sum 
total of £736! Let us say £750. Rather staggering, 
Pm bound to confess. 

Lucas. I don’t consider that very much, Nicholas. 

Jane. Not very much in itself, Lucas, but a great 
deal too much when weighed against our assets. 

Nicuouas. Prepare for a surprise there, Janey. 
There are some bright touches under assets. 

Jane. Since when ? 

Lucas. I consider it most reasonable, my dear 
fellow. 

Nicuotas. So do I; and our income should meet 
everything. The income, however, is painfully 
static ; while the bills appear to be dynamic. 
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Jane. [Who can ill contain herself.| May I speak ? 

Nicuotas. Not yet, my love. That is merely how 
I plan the annual expenditure on paper. We have 
now to consider the funds at our disposal to meet 
these demands. Here I find a ray of brightness. 

EvizaBeTH. You'd find brightness in a coal-mine, 
father. 
~ Janz. Do be quiet, Betty. 

NicHoxas. Surely all our warmth and brightness 
come out of coal-mines ? 

JANE. Thank God our dividends don’t. 

Lucas. May I point out that you have said nothing 
about income tax, Nicholas. 

NicHoas. How you do go to the root of a ques- 
tion! A born financier! But as a matter of fact, 
that didn’t escape me. Last year I recovered four 
pounds, three shillings and threepence from the 
authorities. They yielded it grudgingly. Perhaps 
it was rather sharp practice on my part; but Janey 
supported me. You will find a great and stubborn 
effort is necessary to recover over-paid income tax. 
They lure it from us by the complexity of their 
demands, and having secured it, the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer exhausts his ingenuity in making it 
almost impossible for us to get it back again. Not 
a manly procedure in my opinion. 

Lucas. A thought strikes me. Could you do 
with the gardener twice a week instead of three 
times ? 

Nicuotas. There speaks the practical man! We 
could—we will. 
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EvizAseTH. Won't Forbes hate it ? 

Minuicent. He’s always saying he’s got more work 
than he knows how to do. 

Jane. He has. The work he knows how to do 
isn’t much. 

EvizaBeTH. He certainly killed my pet larkspur. 
He ought to have been a butcher—not a gardener. 

Nicnotas. Jobbing gardeners are a mysterious 
class. I could tell you many strange things about 
them. [Calculating.] Two days a week, then the 
third part of twenty-six pounds—eight pounds, 
thirteen shillings and fourpence, I think. At a 
single brilliant stroke—entirely thanks to you, Lucas 
—we add that useful sum to the assets! 

Lucas. What are the assets ? 

NicHotas. We have now reached the assets, so 
be bright, Janey. [Reads.] 

“My Income . ; . £504” 
Tt should have been Vad more, but ie Library 
Fittings Company, Limited, has passed its dividend 
again. There is hopeful talk of reconstruction. 

“Janey’sIncome . : | eaten 9 

Morris’s Income . : : wa oO 

Jane. Why say thirty pounds when the best year 
he has yet had produced only seventeen ? 

EizaBeTH. But this year he has made seven 
already, and there’s the commission to paint Mrs 
Merston’s rock garden and other things. Mrs 
Merston likes pictures of all her treasures. She’s 
had her husband done, and the baby’s to be painted 
when it’s a little older. Besides, if you tell Morris 
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positively that he’s going to make thirty pounds this 
year, it will buck him up almost as much as if he 
had made it. 

Jane. That may be very human, Betty, but it’s 
not business. 

EvizaBetH. It is when you're dealing with 
Morris. 

NicHouas. At any rate we can say in round num- 
bers that the income is seven hundred and fifty 
pounds. Well, if we retrace our steps, we find that 
exactly balances the expenditure—a triumph of 
finance—on paper. And yet, Lucas, the baffling 
fact remains: that we owe one hundred and three 
pounds, eight shillings and ninepence, without a 
farthing in reserve to meet the demand! 

Lucas. That seems rather extraordinary. 

Nicnoras. So I say—so I say! Last year I sold 
books to the value of seventeen pounds. 

JANE. What did you buy books to the value of, 
Nicholas ? 

NicHotas. That comes under another head, Janey 
—my allowance for clothes. 

EvizaBeTH. Remember last year we got rid of our 
old clothes—all of them—for twelve pounds, five 
shillings. 

MILLIcENT. Do let’s chuck these stuffy details. 

Lucas. Detail is the soul of busines$. I revel in 
detail. People don’t realise the possibilities in old 
clothes. 

JaNnE. Now, if I may speak. 

NicHouas. Don’t be too destructive in your criti- 
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cism, Janey. My persoral expenses last year for 
clothes were nil. 

Lucas. That seems fairly obvious, my dear fellow. 

Miuuicent. Not that we haven’t done our best 
about father. . 

Exizasers. We've fairly wept over him—all in 
vain. 

Nicuouas. Certain amazing bargains presented 
themselves. It would have been false economy to 
miss them for the sake of my wardrobe. But we 
have here fifty pounds worth of books, waiting to 
be sold. [Szghs.] 

Lucas. Well, that’s half the money—if anybody 
will buy them. 

NicHoias. Exactly. Let us now analyse the items 
of expenditure. If you take coal, you find, I think, 
that they burn too much in the kitchen. 

Jane. Not a lump too much. Mary’s wonderful. 

Nicuoxas. Then I stand corrected. I had an idea 
they always did so in every well-regulated family. 

Jane. Not here. And I wish to say this. If 
you sell more books, then I sell some of my blue 
china. 

EvizasetuH. And I'll sell my chickens. 

Nicuoras. No, Janey—no, Betty. Not an egg- 
cup shall be sold, and nota hen. This is entirely my 
affair. 

JANE. I insist, Nicholas. I believe much of my 
Chinese is extremely valuable, though I was able to 
collect it very cheaply. Some must go. 

Exizaseru. And I'll sell the Golden Wyandotte 
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I hate—the conceited one that puts on such a lot 
of side when she lays an egg. 

Lucas. Fortunately these sacrifices are quite 
unnecessary. I agree with Nicholas that you shall 
do no such thing. 

Miuuicent. Why haven’t I got something to sell ? 

ELizaBETH. You might sell that hat we all hate— 
like a broken-down sugar-basin. 

Lucas. Needless—quite needless. By a. happy 
stroke I invested a good round sum last year in Oil. 
Looking ahead I saw that the need for oil increased. 
This year the shares are much improved in value 
and there will be a bonus with the dividend. 

Nicuouas. What a marvellous man you are ! 

Lucas. In a word, I have more than one hundred 
pounds practically lying idle at my bankers. 

Jane. Not again—we can’t and we won’t. 

NicHoLas. You unman me, Lucas. 

EuizaBetH. You ungirl Milly and me, Uncle 
Lucas. [Kuisses him.] 

[Nicootas blows his nose and wipes his 
spectacles. 

Nicno.as. What a brother ! 

Jane. Don’t be sentimental, Nicholas. Nothing 
puts such a strain on family affection as finding 
money for relations. We shall do this once too often 
and lose Lucas. 

Lucas. You will never lose me, Janey. I didn’t 
bargain for this windfall and I simply don’t want it. 
It’s merely a fortunate coincidence. 

EvizaBeTH. Your “ coincidences,” Uncle ! 
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MiuuicEent. So you said before—-and went without 
your holiday to Buxton, and were horribly gouty and 
cross next winter. 

Nicnoxas. Rather than that, I sell my Elzevirs. 

Lucas. Before you sell your Elzevirs, I sell my 
sword! This absurd trifle makes no difference what- 
ever to me. Unearned increment—that is what we 
financiers call it. Consider my peace of mind. It 
is bound up in this house. So not another word from 
any of you. 

EvizaBETH. You're unearned increment yourself. 
We don’t deserve such an uncle. 

Miuuicent. A fairy story uncle—oh yes, you 
are. 

Nicuouas. The very thought of such boundless 
generosity is enough. It cheers me—it exhilarates 
me. It makes our little difficulties look ridiculous. 

Mituicent. The comet may settle all our debts 
for us. 

EvizaBetu. It may settle us—not our debts. 

NicHouas. It would be a source of exquisite 
discomfort to me to go owing a penny. 

Lucas. Fear nothing, Nicholas. 

JANE. I say again that we should find a cheaper 
house in a much cheaper neighbourhood. 

Nicuotas. I shall not shrink even from such a 
necessity, Janey. I, myself, will go house-hunting 
to-morrow if nothing more hopeful occurs to us. 

[ Voices heard off. 

ExizaBeTu. Here they are! 

[Lucas talks aside to JANE. 
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Enter Morris BEDALE and CHRISTOPHER BEDALE. 
Morris 2s attired as an artist. He carries some 
parcels—colours and brushes. CHRISTOPHER 1s 
tall; he wears a large slouch hat, and is dressed 
rather shabbily. He wears a bunch of violets mn 
his buttonhole. 


Morris. Here we are! Here’s Christopher. My 
father, Christopher, Uncle Lucas, and Aunt Janey. 

CHRISTOPHER. My relations—eh? [ve often 
figured you all up—Uncle Nicholas, Aunt Jane, 
Millicent, Betty. [Shakes hands with each.] 

Nicuotas. And this is your famous Uncle Lucas, 
my boy. 

CHRISTOPHER. Ah! the old war-horse—eh ? 

Lucas. Manners! young man—manners ! 

CHRISTOPHER. Don’t expect manners from me. 
No use for ’em. But I guess it’s quite sporting of 
you folks to hold out the hand of friendship. My 
father had a proper down on relations and I don’t 
particular hanker for ’em; still I thought Pd blow 
in this journey and size you up. 

Jane. “ Size us up ?” 

Mituicent. How kind of you! 

Lucas. You resemble your father, though you are 
older than he was when we last saw him. 

CHRISTOPHER. He wasn’t a bad old devil really. 
Only he hated everything but work. 

Jane. Bedales don’t call one another “ devils.” 

Nicuoxas. He was a worker, then ? 

CuRISTOPHER. Died of work. Took to work like 
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you take to drink and couldn’t stop. Went at sixty- 
five—all his own fault—poor old [looks at Janz] 
gentleman. 

Morris. You’re not working yourself-to death 
then ? 

CuristopHER. Not much. I can work, mind you; 
but I’m not a whale on it. 

Jane. Have you any occupation ? 

CurisTopHER. Idle for the minute. [Pve come 
over to play—not work, this journey. 

NicHo.as. Figures don’t interest you, I imagine ? 

CuristoPHERr. [Looking at girls.] Oh yes, they do-— 
pretty ones. 

Mituicent. Father means pounds, shillings and 
pence. 

CurRIsTOPHER. Money? Does money interest you ? 

Exizaseta. Off and on. Useful, you know. 

Jane. If you’re not interested in money, 
Christopher, that shows only too painfully you’ve 
got very little to be interested in. 

CHRISTOPHER. Everybody’s got too little. 

Lucas. Shall you seek employment ? 

CurisToPHER. Just play about a bit first. 

Mituicent. You can’t play about if you’re hard 
up. 

CuRIsToPpHER. True. Must have money to burn, 
mustn’t you ? 

Nicuouas. Consult your Uncle Lucas. Your Uncle 
Lucas is our financier—a financial genius. He has a 
marvellous gift for buying investments which always 
improve. 
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CuristoPHER. [70 Lucas, holding out his hand.] 
Put it there! [Shakes his hand.] You're the man 
I’m looking for. 

Lucas. It’s easy enough if you concentrate. I 
study an investment carefully for some months; 
satisfy myself that it is genuine; watch the Stock 
Exchange prices from day to day in the Times, and 
rarely fail. Perhaps I have some special gift that 
way. 

CHRISTOPHER. You bet your back teeth you have. 

Jane. Do gentlemen talk like that in Australia ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Nature’s gentlemen. I’m one of 
Nature’s gentlemen, Aunt Jane. 

JANE. That is no compliment to a Bedale. 

CHRISTOPHER. Nature’s good enough for me every 
time. 

Lucas. If I am to advise you—— ‘ 

CHRISTOPHER. That’s what I want —advice — 
lations of it. You must all give me tips. [I’m out 
to learn. 

JANE. None too soon. 

Lucas. Don’t put all your eggs in one basket— 
a golden rule. Spread your investments over 
various interests. Industrials, such as steels—oils— 
railways—rubber—then Government bonds for safety 
—I mean, of course, English ones. It is better to 
have a little in each. On one occasion I foolishly 
invested as much as two hundred pounds in a single 
enterprise. 

CHRISTOPHER. Plunger! All at once? You’ve 
got a nerve! 
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Jane. If you’re one of Nature’s gentlemen, behave 
like one. Listen to your uncle and don’t comment. 

Exizapetu. And that’s that, Christopher. 

Lucas. A gold-mining company in the Yukon. We 
bought a hundred miles of a river, because the bottom 
of the river was said to be an inch deep in alluvial 
gold. But too late we found out the river was always 
covered with impenetrable blue ice. 

CHRISTOPHER. Result—a blue frost, eh? I know 
that river! But a blue frost reminds me of this 
darned blue comet ? Nothing init, I suppose? Every- 
body’s talking about it in Australia. A scientific 
beggar came over in my boat. He’s attending the 
Comet Commission in this country, and he reckons 
it’s going to put the lid on. 

Mituicent. The lid on what ? 

CHRISTOPHER. On us, Blue Eyes. 

[MiLLicENT siarts and shows a slight resentful 
movement. 

JANE. Your cousin’s name is Millicent. 

CHRISTOPHER. Well, her eyes are as blue as the 
comet, anyway. 

Morris. A much better blue. 

CuristopHER. A heavenly blue. What colour are 
yours, Betty ? 

ELizABETH. Said to be grey with a touch of green. 

CuRisToPHER. [Looking at her.] They’re quite all 
right, anyway. 

EvizaBetu. I’m glad they'll do. 

Mrixuicent. You are what is called ‘ Colonial,” 
Christopher. 

0 
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CuRIsTOPHER. That’s me. Proud of it. I hate 
swank and brag. Got no use for anything but 
reality. 

EvizaBetH. We were wallowing in reality just 
before you came. 

Lucas. [Zo Nicuotas.] The matter of the comet 
is at least reality, a serious reality. 

CHRISTOPHER. You think there’s something in the 
bug ? 

JANE. Good heavens! To name that insect in this 
house ! 

Mrinuicent. He comes from the very backest back- 
blocks—I knew he did. 

Lucas. I always have felt there is a terribly serious 
side to this unearthly visitant. 

CurIsTOPHER. Is he talking about me ? 

ELIzABETH. Good gracious, no. You're earthly 
enough. 

Lucas. When Science keeps in bounds and pur- 
sues its investigations in a humble spirit, I support it. 

CHRISTOPHER. Science is my strong suit, too. 

Lucas. Let us not make the mistake of the King 
of Portugal. 

CurIsTOPHER. There’s no King of Portugal except 
in the snob newspapers. They fired him years ago. 

Lucas. I am speaking of the far past. 

CHRISTOPHER. The past’s no good. “Now or 
never’s ” my motto. 

JANE. Just what I should imagine it might be. 
A very vulgar motto, Christopher. 

CHRISTOPHER. I am vulgar. 


THE BLUE COMET 29 


Euizasetx. Well, don’t brag about it. You said 
you hated brag. 

Mruicent. It’s nonsense—it must be nonsense 
about the comet, Uncle Lucas ? 

CHRISTOPHER. You’re not afraid of the comet, 
Blue Eyes ? 

Miuuicent. I’m afraid of myself, sometimes. 

CHRISTOPHER. Ah, who isn’t? Only thing I ever 
funk is myself. 

JANE. With good cause, I fear. Afraid? No; 
but some of us have every reason to be ashamed of 
ourselves. 

CHRISTOPHER. Right again, old bird ! 

Lucas. Do not call your aunt an “old bird,” 
sir ! 

CHRISTOPHER. What is she, then ? 

Nicuouas. No brave man fears the comet, but all 
sane men await it with awe and reverence. 

CHRISTOPHER. Of course, if we’re going to get it in 
the neck—— 

Nicuotas. “ In the neck,” Christopher ? 

JANE. Nobody is going to get it in the neck or 
anywhere else. Nonsense of that kind has been 
talked before. In my youth there came a harum- 
scarum comet, that was to do dreadful things; and 
all it did was to produce a remarkable vintage. I well 
remember the comet port. 

Lucas. So do I, Jane; so do I. A most notable 
wine. 

CuristopHeR. Ah! if the comet can knock a 
decent vintage out of Australia, we'll thank him. 
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Our Burgundy! My God! Yet you soak it up in 
this country. But yonder blue beggar’s different. 
He’s made of some new stuff. Can you see the 
blighter from this crib ? 
Jane. I’m glad you despise Australian Burgundy, 
Christopher. 
CHRISTOPHER. Rather—it’s right bang off. 
[Morris draws the curtain and the comet is 
seen near a church spire. It 1s a small, 
arrow-like object—very bright and very blue. 
The point 1s armed downwards. 
CuristoPHER. He’d make a nice brooch for Blue 
Eyes. 
Mituicent. If you mean me, as it’s four million 
miles long, I’m afraid I could hardly carry it off. 
Morris. I hope he won’t carry us off. I funk him, 
and I own it. 
CHRISTOPHER. You don’t funk him, Grey Eyes ? 
JANE. Your cousin’s name is Elizabeth, Christopher 
Bedale. 
CHRISTOPHER. I know. Betty for shortness. She’s 
top-hole—so’s Blue Eyes. 
EvizaBetH. Don’t you make us vain. We're 
easily fluttered. 
Nicuouas. They must be taking it in earnest since 
there is to be a Commission. 
Morris. Ugly little wretch. [Shivers slightly as 
he looks at comet.) 
[They leave the window and Morris shuts out 
the comet after gazing at it a little longer. 
Lucas. A Commission is a sound old English 
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custom. They comfort the public. We know they’re 
sitting, and the effect is good for the nerves and 
morals, even though the subject is forgotten long 
before they report. There was a Commission on a 
question of the Guards’ commissariat in the Penin- 
sular Wars. They haven’t reported yet. I wish 
they would, for it involved Wellington’s memory. 
CHRISTOPHER. Well, blow the old comet to hell, 
anyway. Who says drinks? Nothing like drinks 
between drinks—eh ? 
[JANE looks a strong disapproval. 
NicHotas. What would you like, nephew ? 
CHRISTOPHER. Tea, for the minute. 
[ELIZABETH rings the bell. 
Mituicent. Then I’m right—{f knewI was. You're 
a ‘“sun-downer,” they always drink tea. 
CurisToPHER. A “sun-downer”! You've got it 
in one. So there’s a prophet in the family! But 
how did you tumble to it? Do I look like a “ sun- 
downer ” ? 
Mituicent. You behave in a “ sun-downing” 
manner. 
CuristoPHER. I knew you'd spot it. 


Enter JAMES. 


E1izaABetH. A cup of tea, James. 
CuristopHerR. A pot, James—a whole bally pot— 
brewed strong. China for choice. 
[Hart JAMES in some amazement. 
A “sun-downer”! For two pins Id kiss you, Blue 
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Eyes. Dammy—I like you people; and you're 
going to like me. 

Jane. You're hopeful. And we drink Indian tea 
in this house—not China. 

CuristopHEeR. Anything but Australian Burgundy. 

MiLiicENT. But it’s a bright thought he drinks tea, 
isn’t it ? 

EvizaBeTH. There’s always hope for a young man 
who drinks tea. 

CurisToPHER. [To Janz.] If you don’t like me, 
you've only got to say so. Lots don’t and I never 
blame ’em. I can be ugly if Pm treated ugly, but 
stroke me the right way and I’ll purr like a tabby cat. 
What do you all play at ? Can you get a decent walk 
in this little island ? 

Miniicent. Anything under three or four hundred 
miles. 

CHRISTOPHER. Don’t you get fresh with me, Blue 
Eyes, or you'll be sorry. I hope you’re out-of-door 
people ? 

EuizaBetu. I’m the out-of-door one. I love walk- 
ing, though not so much as a “ sun-downer,” of 
course. 

CurIsToPHER. No, no—shouldn’t expect that. 

Nicnoxas. We have our chief interests in the home, 
however, Christopher. 

CHRISTOPHER. “ Home, sweet Home”—eh? Well, 
why not? Ive got a little shanty on the Hawkes- 
bury River; but it ain’t a home—it takes a nice, 
high-minded female to make a home. 

JANE. Then you're likely to be homeless a long time. 
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CHRISTOPHER. That’s all you know, old bird. I'll 
back myself to get a good ’un—in this country too. 
And what are your interests, if I may ask ? 

EvizaBetu. [With her hands on the shoulders of 
Morris.] Painting, for one. Morris is an artist and 
going to be great some day. 

CHRISTOPHER. An artist! Gosh! What a life! 

Morris. Aunt Janey knows all about blue china. 

CHRISTOPHER. But not all about China tea. 

JanzE. I never pretended to know all about blue 
china, Morris. [Zo CuristopHER.| Your Uncle Lucas 
is a student of military history, Christopher Bedale. 
You know what he did in Egypt, I suppose, or did 
your father forget it ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Ate the Mahdi, didn’t he ? 

Mitiicent. And incidentally won the Victoria 
Cross. 

CHRISTOPHER. Victoria Cross? Thought she was 
a girl who wrote breezy story-books. 

Morris. Ruffian—outsider—holy terror ! 

Lucas. And Millicent is our musician. Music and 
Millicent are names for the same thing. 

MiLuicENT. What nonsense, Uncle—I only love it. 
Father’s library is his hobby. You must read books 
if you waat to please father. 

CuristopHer. Read books—eh ? What for ? 

JaNnE. They teach reticence and good manners, 
correct English and worthy ideals. Victorian books, 
I mean. 

CuristopHer. I haven't come over here to read 
Victorian books, ma’am. 
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Jane. You haven’t read many of any period, I 
imagine. 

CHRISTOPHER. Right again. 

Nicuoxtas. But what is life without books, lad ? 

CHRISTOPHER. ‘ Wire-less.” What more d’you 
want ? 

Mituicent. ‘‘ Sun-downers”’ never read books, I 
expect. 

EuizaBeTu. Yet Australian novels are full of 
** gsun-downers.” 

CHRISTOPHER. My stars! I’ve struck a crowd! 
Pictures, history, music, books, blue china, Indian 
tea! But what’s back of them? Do they make 
you happier, richer, better fit to run your show ? 

EvizaBETH. We don’t run a show. Perhaps we 
shall if you stop with us. 

CuRISTOPHER. Exhibit me for money? Would 
anybody pay to see me ? 

ELIZABETH. Pay to see you learning about pic- 
tures and books and blue china and Indian tea. 

CuRIsTOPHER. And what’s your little weakness, 
Grey Eyes—if you’ve got one ? 

Miuuicent. She hasn’t got a weakness, unless it’s 
boundless patience with horrid people. 

Morris. Oh, Betty ? Let’s see—what’s Betty’s 
weakness? Betty’s just general utility. Always 
buzzing round—feeding the hens—cheering up the 
home, making the best of bad bargains. 

CHRISTOPHER. Feeds hens—eh. That’s practical. 
I understand that. 


EvizaBeTu. [ve got six Golden Wyandottes. 
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CHRISTOPHER. Six all at once! 

Mixuicent. And one’s as vain as you are. 

Morris. Betty bucks us all, you know—just a 
tonic. 

CHRISTOPHER. I guess she’d buck anybody. Six 
hens all at once! I like her voice and the pretty 
way she moves her hands. She’s a tonic all right. 
But Uncle Lucas is going to be my man—because 
he’s a bloated Croesus. Lead me where the money 
is every time. . 

Lucas. Pm not a Croesus, sir. No Bedale was 
ever a Croesus, thank God. 


Enier JAMES with tea. 


CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes—a Creesus—a bloated pluto- 
erat. Ilove that sort. Bang went two hundred quid 
on the frozen Yukon, remember. You can’t get out 
of it. [Zo James.] Run it up to my chamber, Jimmy, 
will you ? 

[JameEs looks shocked and takes off tea. 

Morris. Shall I show you your room ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Right. I’ve got a littie present for 
a good kid in my cabin trunk. 

Mituicent. Do you mean father, or Aunt Janey, 
or Uncle Lucas ? 

CHRISTOPHER. I mean you giddy young things. 
What are girls for except to give presents to? Ta-ta 
till I get into my slippers. 

[Hart CurisToPHER and Morris. 

Lucas. Anda Bedale! Is it possible ? 

Jane. Even Henry at his worst remained a Bedale. 
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Miuutcent. I believe he’s impersonating Cousin 
Christopher. He’s pretending to be a Bedale to 
fleece you and Uncle Lucas! 

Lucas. Such things have been known to happen. 
A swindler ! 

Nicuotas. I confess he is quite beyond my experi- 
ence. I much doubt if Henry could have produced 
a son like that. Janey’s our student of character. 
What do you think of him, Janey ? 

Jane. I decline to think of him. He is unthink- 
able. When will he go ? 

MiLuicent. He won’t go. He'll stick. He’s the 
sort of “ sun-downer”’ who will never go. 

Lucas. A Bedale! Millicent may be right—a 
possible impostor ! 

Exizaseta. I believe he thought he was being 
very nice indeed. He said Milly and I were “ top- 
hole.” Nobody ever told us that before. 

Lucas. A most uncouth barbarian. He warned 
us he had enemies. They may be on his track. 

JANE. I’m sure I hope so. The sooner they track 
him the better. 

E1izaBETH. His laugh is rather jolly. 

MILLICENT. He’s got beautiful teeth, anyway. 

EvizaBeTH. Barbarians always have. 

JANE. I thought his laugh a most objectionable 
laugh—noisy and assertive. 

NicuHo.as. Other people’s manners are often baffling 
at first. Perhaps the standards in Australia are more 
-——homely than ours. 

Lucas. Colonials tend to be homely. 
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EvizaBeTH. He’s got a jolly good opinion of him- 
self, anyway. But he liked you, Uncle Lucas. 

JANE. We must rise to our own standards and try 
to allow for a life spent in peculiar circumstances 
without any education. We must din art into his 
ears. He knows nothing of art—his father didn’t 
either. We must drive him away with ceaseless 
art. 

EvizaBetH. We might keep him in the chicken 
run. He quite brightened up when he heard of my 
Golden Wyandottes. 

Nicuouas. If he doesn’t read books, whence comes 
his extraordinary choice of words ? 

Mituicent. They were words you would never find 
in a decent book—“ sun-downer’s”’ words. 

Lucas. Shocking fellow! A “ war-horse”! He 
called me a “ war-horse,” and Janey an “old bird” 
twice ! 

JANE. He'll find that I’m an old bird that can 
peck pretty hard. 

HuizaBeta. If he’s going to give us presents, I 
don’t suppose he’ll want us to help him. 

Lucas. Don’t be too sure of that. It is a cynical 
thing to say, but people often do give presents— 
with an eye to getting better ones back. Milly may 
be right. He may design ground bait to lure his 
fish, if you’ll pardon the metaphor. 

NicHoxas. What a man of the world you are, 
Lucas! How you see into character! 

EvizaBetTu. Of course he'll want us to help him 
in some ways, and of course we can. Why not ? 


38 THE BLUE COMET 


It’ll be lovely for you people to teach him about 
things that matter. 


Enter Morris. 

Morris. Isn’t hea caution? TI’ll tell you one thing. 
He’s been in London before. He knows London! 

Lucas. Knows London ? 

Morris. Yes, he was here two years ago. He 
says he nearly came to see us then, but thought he’d 
have no use for us. 

Jane. And has he deigned to change his opinion ? 

Morris. I believe he’s mildly interested. He says 
we're a unique crew in his experience. 

JANE. That is probably true—in his experience. 

Morris. He hasn’t an idea of the value of 
money. 

Lucas. Then he’s got none—be sure of that. 

Morris. [Taking up parcels he brought in with him.] 
He borrowed all I had—ten bob—to give to a flower 
girl for a twopenny bunch of violets. Said she was 
to keep the change, because they were the first 
English violets he’s bought this journey. I bet he'll 
forget it was my half sov. 

Evizasetu. [ll remind him then. 

Mixuicent. I believe he’s slightly mad, or else 
fearfully cunning. 


Enter CHRISTOPHER, smoking a cigar. He has changed 
has coat and wears a red velvet smoking jacket and 
a paw of red slippers. 
[Exit Morris, laughing behind CHRISTOPHER'S 
back. He takes his parcels with him. 
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CHRISTOPHER. Say, do you folks change your togs 
for evening tucker ? 

JANE. “Change our togs for evening tucker”! 
What does that mean translated out of Australian ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Dress for dinner. 

Nicnouas. It is, of course, our custom. 

CuRisToPHER. A damn silly one—eh? But I’ve 
got used to it aboard ship. [Flings himself into the 
reading chair.| Don’t mind smoke, Aunt Janey ? 
Now, girls. Don’t be shy. Which pocket, Grey 
Eyes—right or left ? 

Mituicent. [Zo JAne.}] The ground bait ! 

EvizaBetu. Left. 

CHRISTOPHER. Come and help yourself then—come 
on, Blue Eyes. 

ELizABeTH. It’s like dipping into a bran tub. 

CHRISTOPHER. Isit ? Well, I guess you never had 
such a dip in a bran tub as you're going to have now. 
Fire away—don’t mind me. 

[They laugh, and MILLIcENT puts her hand into 
his right coat pocket. EizaABEtH dips into 
left coat pocket. Each brings out a jewel case. 

Not so dusty for little old Sydney—eh ? 

Mituicent. But—but——-these are real diamonds! 

CuristoPHEeR. Hell! Did you think they were 
lollipops ? 

EvizaBetTH. And these—diamonds and great, won- 
derful rubies! Oh, Christopher! How—how “ top- 
hole”! 

CHRISTOPHER. Good girl! They’re quite all right 
—never saw better myself, and I know. Don’t 
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count much on your pictures and books and music, 
but I learned diamonds in South Africa, and rubies 
in Burmah. I like ’em. 

Miturcent. Look, Aunt Janey ! 

EvizABETH. Look, father—look, Uncle Lucas! 

[They exhibit very handsome jewels. 

Nicuotas. What a glorious affair! But, my dear 
nephew—you can’t—you can’t do this sort of thing ! 

CuristoPHER. I guess I have done it. 

JANE. Impossible, Christopher. These, if genuine, 
are worth a fortune. 

CHRISTOPHER. So they are—a fortune. And then 
what ? They’re no more to me than a box of cigars. 
I'll confess something. I figured you up as people 
with tons of cash. I fancied, somehow, that all 
Bedales had got the stuff. 

ExizaBetH. And I fancied, somehow, they never 
had. 

Lucas. [Stiffly.] Betty! Betty! One does not 
discuss one’s means in England. 

CHRISTOPHER. Don’t you? It’s our favourite sub- 
ject down under. I thought you knew. 

Nicuoias. Knew what, Christopher ? 

CHRISTOPHER. About my father—old Miser Bedale, 
as they called him. There’s enough stories about him 
to fill a book. I may write it some day if I’ve got 
time. 

Lucas. A Bedale a miser? I don’t believe it ! 

JANE. Your father succeeded ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Everything he touched turned to 
gold. He was reckoned the second richest man in 
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Australia when he sent in his cheques. Madea pile in 
wool, then bought land—the land that Sydney’s 
swallowed in the last fifty years, as he knew it would. 
He died worth over three million and a half. That’s 
years ago. It’s on the right side of four million 
now. The muck goes on mounting—can’t help it. 

Nicuoxas. Bless me! I had no idea, Lucas, that 
Henry shared your great financial gifts. 

Lucas. [Jo Curistopuer.| And I told you how 
to make money ! 

CurisToPHEeR. I know—rather priceless—eh ? 


Enter Morris. 


My income is five hundred quid a day! Not so bad 
for a “ sun-downer ”’—ch, Blue Eyes ? 

Morris. Five hundred quid a year—lucky bargee ! 

Miuuicent. Five hundred a day, Morris! So he 
says. 

Morris. Five hundred a day, man! 

CuristoPpHER. You get used to any old thing. I 
shall be worth two hundred thousand a year before 
you can blow your nose. But a learner still, mind 
you. 

Jane. Nobody ever stood more terribly in need of 
education, I should think. 

Nicuoias. Do you realise such appalling figures, 
nephew ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Not in the least, Uncle Nick. Who 
can think in millions? Our brains ain’t built to do 
it. But you can talkin’em; and when I talk, people 
generally hop round and listen. 


42 THE BLUE COMET 


Morris. Jehosophat! I should think they would. 

Miuurcenr. [Zo Morris.] I believe it’s the con- 
fidence trick! There’s a catch in it ! 

EvizasetH. Why, you have as many golden 
sovereigns as the Blue Comet has miles in its tail, 
Christopher. 

CHRISTOPHER. That is so. 

[ELIzABETH, laughing, shows her diamonds to 
Morris. 

Lucas. And if this celestial messenger is sent to 
end the world’s history, what of your sovereigns 
then ? 

CurRistoPpHER. The angels will be scrambling for 
them, I reckon. 

Miuuicent. Angels don’t want money. 

CHRISTOPHER. Don’t they? Pve known some 
that did. Anyway, I bet the devils do—if it’s only 
for a drink. 

JANE. Grasp this: money can’t do anything of the 
least real importance, Christopher. 

CHRISTOPHER. Don’t you talk through your hat, 
old bird. It can do darned nearly everything of any 
importance whatever. 

Nicuotas. [Zo Muitucent.| Return it, of 
course. 

Minuicent. Your brooch, Christopher. 

CuristopHer. It’s yours. [Taking it from her.] 
I don’t wear ’em. 

KELizABETu. [Giving him hers.] Nonsense, Chris- 
topher! What d’you think we’re made of 2 

CuristopHEeR. God knows! Turn down my gifts ? 
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Mine! Chris Bedale’s gifts? Slap my face like 
that ? No use for twenty thousand quid ? 

Mixuicent. Absolutely none, ‘‘ sun-downer.” 

CHRISTOPHER. Cut it out! I hate humbug. Take 
*em, kids, and don’t be silly little fools. 

Nicuouas. Hush, Christopher—some things are 
impossible, lad. ~ 

CHRISTOPHER. Goll darnit! You ain’t pulling my 
leg, are you? I won’t stand for that from any 
mother’s son. I insist—and my word goes. 

[He offers the jewel cases and the Giris laugh 
and shake their heads. 

Jane. Not here. That’s what I meant when I 
said money can’t do anything of the least real im- 
portance, you self-sufficient young idiot ! 

CuristoPHER. [Angry.| Damn it, you're dotty— 
the whole pack of you! [Goes off. 


CURTAIN 


ACT II 


Scene.—Drawing Room at Claremont House. A 


simple room furnished with taste. It has quality 
and distinction, but contains neither pictures, 
furniture nor statues of money value. A few 
Medici prints hang on the walls. There are 
chairs of good form, a small grand prano, flowers 
in vases, a cabinet of blue china and some small 
marble copies of well-known statues on pedestals ; 
the Venus Anadyomene, or the Venus of Milo, and 
the Hermes of Prawiteles. The tone is bright and 
cheerful. At the back very large and lofty French 
windows open into the garden. It is nght. The 
curtains are open and the electric light is burning. 
[The Curtain rises on an empty stage. After 

a moment the door 1s tumidly opened, and 
JamES looks in. Then he comes in as 
quietly as his nervous condition permits. 

He closes the door. He carries a decanter 

of port wine and some glasses on a silver 
salver. He carries newspaper also. He 

puts salver on table, turns on hand-lamp, 

looks out at comet and shows despair and 
misery. The comet has now enormously 


ancreased in size. JAMES looks at news- 
44 
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paper, then drops into char and sits 
crouched and humped up with las hands 
over has eyes. 

After a moment’s pause, Mary opens eae door 
and looks in. Seeing JAMuS, she gives a 
little cry of distress, and shuts the door. 


Mary. Do try and keep up, James. 

James. There’s nothing in the paper. 

Mary. There can’t be yet. It’s too soon. The 
special Comet edition will come out to-night. [Ap- 
proaches him.| 

James. Go away. Don’t touch me. 

Mary. But, James—James dear—they’re waiting 
for the port wine. 

James. Let ’em. Go away! D’you hear me? 
Blast you—clear out ! 


Enter CHRISTOPHER. 


CHRISTOPHER. Just what they’re saying to me, 
James. They’ve fired me, Mary. Aunt Jane says 
I’ve reached the limit. But I won't. By God, I 
won't go for any of ’em! 

Jamus. Don’t you go, Mr Christopher. If you go, 
I go. 

Mary. He’s under the weather worse than usual 
to-night, sir. 

CHRISTOPHER. Everybody is. All jumpy and 
snappy—all but one. They’re down your throat if 
you say a word. I hate ’em sometimes. 

Mary. Don’t do that, Mr Christopher. 
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James. I can’t help it—I can’t help it. It comes 
over me like a creeping death—nearer and nearer. 

CuRISTOPHER. Leave him tome. I understand him. 

Mary. They want the wine. 

CurisToPpHER. So do I. So does James. We've 
got a devil of a lot on our minds—Jimmy and me. 

[Exit Mary. CHRISTOPHER pours out wine 
for JAMEs. 
Get some of this down your neck. Old Jane’s 
enough to make any man take to drink. [Pours out 
wine for himself.| Told me I'd better go to a hotel. 
Lap it up. We shall hear what the Commission says 
to-night. Trust Science. I always back Science. 

James [Taking wine.] Don’t you go; don’t you 
leave us, Mr Christopher. I can’t carry on if you 
leave us. 

CuRisToPHER. Not going to. I’m not here for 
my health. I’m here for my life. [Drinks.] Here’s 
luck. Got much of this ? 

James. Only a few bottles left now. Great pity : 
a dignified wine, sir. 

CHRISTOPHER. Oh yes — damned dignified — like 
everything else in this house but you and me. 

James. Pretty drinking—at least Ive always 
found it so. So’s Miss Jane—a nice taste she’s got. 

CHRISTOPHER. Don’t talk about “ taste.’ I’m 
sick of the word. 

JamES. Excuse me, sir. 

[Draws curtains and shuts out comet. 

CHRISTOPHER. There’s only one ray of hope. 

JamES. Don’t say that, sir. 
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CurIstopHER. I mean for me—not you. I hang 
on hoping against hope, Jimmy. 

James. That’s what we’re all doing. 

CurisToOPHER. I'd go a lot more cheerful if I could 
bring off—something. In fact it’s the only thing 
left that matters. Have another glass—go on. 

James. They’ll miss it. 

CHRISTOPHER. Let ’em. They pride themselves on 
never missing anything. [Pours out glass.] Havea 
cigar. 

James. Thank you, sir—but not with the ’65 
port, sir. [Takes glass.] 

CHRISTOPHER. “ Taste”? again. [Gives him cigar 
from cigar-case.| Not good form to smoke with this 
tipple ? 

JAMES. I shouldn’t call ita “tipple,” sir. That’s no 
word for wine like this. A vulgar thing to smoke with 
a great wine, sir. Only city gentlemen would do that. 

CurisTopHEeR. Well, I am a city gentleman, ain’t I? 

James. [Almost laughing over his second glass.] 
The Colonel would call it murder to handle tobacco 
with this wine. 

CurisToPHer. He’s a terror—they are all terrors 
—but one. 

James. A masterful man. Won the Victoria Cross 
and behaves like as if he’d never done anything. 
The Bedale way. He won’t take himself serious. 

CurisToPHER. But he’s jolly soon up in the air if 
other people don’t. 

James. The Bedale way again, sir. 

CuristopHEerR. Well, I’m fed up. You hear of 


48 THE BLUE COMET 


purse-proud people; but, damn it all, these are 
poverty-proud people. One would think it was the 
only right and decent thing not to own a cent. 

Jamus. I’m with you there, sir. I’ve told ’em 
you’ve got a ’eart of gold as well as a pocket. 

CHRISTOPHER. Well, why the devil can’t they find 
it out ? Impossible people—all but one. 

James. And which might that be, sir ? 

CurRisToPHER. There is only one. My word goes, 
Jimmy, and I’m not going to be treated like a cipher 
by these shadows much longer. 

James. [Putting down his glass.] If I was you, Pd 
try and make a bargain, sir. I’d promise to mend 
my manners and behave more like a Bedale, if they’d 
promise on their side to take a dollop of money, and 
be sensible. 

CHRISTOPHER. You can’t bargain with ’em. 
They’re the only folk I’ve ever struck you can’t 
bargain with. 

James. Try—be patient with ’°em. Everybody’s 
got their price. 

CHRISTOPHER. I wish one had. 

James. The comet? My God! He won’t take 
no price. 

CurisToPHER. [To homself.] Belongs in another 
world than mine—and yet I stay on. 

James. If he belongs in another world, why don’t 
he go back to it, the blue beast ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Put the beggar out of your mind, 
James. Science is sitting on the comet. We can 
do no more than trust Science. Science will decide 
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if it’s going to have a slap at us; and if it is, then 
it’s up to Science to catch it and collar it, or shoo it 
off before it gets nasty. America’s spoiling’to catch 
him. There’s enough energy in the brute to run the 
world for a thousand years. They may yet, so you 
go and smoke that two-dollar cigar and keep your 
hair on. 

James. If Science saves us, I'll say my prayers to 
it in future, Mr Christopher. 

CuristopHER. Might do worse. Science has made 
the world sweeter and cleaner and saner ever since 
it was free to do good things. Science may save us 
yet. Go up to my room and open that case from the 
Stores. There’s a lot of stuff to be mailed to pals 
in Australia. Here’s a light. Go to work. I'll tell 
"em Pye commandeered you. 


Enter Mary. 


James. [Smoking.| Two dollars it cost. A very 
dignified cigar, Poliy. [Hat JAMES. 

Mary. Lor’! You’ve made him forget it for a 
minute. 

CuristopHer. Lucky man. I wish I could forget. 
Why did I ever come to this one-horse island ? 

Mary. [Taking up solver.) I ety God for James 
that you did. 

[Voices off. Jane, Meets and ELIZABETH 
enter. 

Jane. What are you doing now—smoking in the 
drawing-room? Mr Bedale is waiting for his wine, 
“Mary. {Bait Mary with port. 
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CuristopHER. Been smoking and boozing with 
James. After all this high life, I want a bit of low 
life, so I cling to James. 

Jang. Well, who’s preventing you? Why don’t 
youleaveus? I’ve made my feelings clear, haven’t I? 

CuristoPHER. Trust you. I’m going—I’m going 
soon. I’ve only been bucking up James. I'll pack 
presently. 

JANE. Sometimes one sees a ray of hope, Chris- 
topher, and then you relapse so completely that one 
cannot but be seriously annoyed. 

MiiicEent. Once a “ sun-downer,” always a “ sun- 
downer,” I’m afraid. 

CuRISTOPHER. I’m trying—like hell I am trying— 
aren’t I trying, Betty ? 

JANE. Very trying indeed. 

CHRISTOPHER. Damn it, can’t you grasp I’ve got 
a heart of gold? Even James can see that. But 
you've got a heart of stone—you all have—all got 
hearts of granite. 

JANE. Put out that cigar, please, or put yourself 
out. 

CHRISTOPHER. [Flinging cigar into grate.] Some- 
times I hope the bally comet will put us all out; and 
then again—I don’t. 

[Opens curtains and reveals comet. 

JANE. Be quiet about the comet. The only thing 
I admired in you was your complete indifference to 
the comet. If you are going to cringe to the comet, 
too, I’ve quite done with you, Christopher. 

CuRISTOPHER. It all depends on one thing in my 
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case. If that happens, I shall fight the comet 
single-handed; if it don’t, then the comet can 
have me. 
EizapnTH. And what’s the wonderful thing ? 
CuristopHeR. Ah! What. You shall know as 
soon as I do. 


Enter Mary with coffee. 


Mary. I’m cruel sorry about the port, Miss Jane. 
But James crashed again and Mr Christopher came 
to the rescue. It’s very near the limit, Miss Betty. 
I can’t share his fright, and because I don’t, he says 
I’ve got no more feelings than a cow ina field. And 
married forty years ! 

Mituicent. You don’t fear the end of the world, 
Mary ? 

Mary. I ain’t got time. If you was married to 
James, you'd be a lot too busy to fear for anything 
but his reason, Miss. The end of the world ain’t 
here yet. One trouble at a time, I say. 

JANE. Quite right. No woman meets trouble half- 
way. That’s a male weakness. 

EwizaBeTH. Have you left him alone with the 
cook ? 

Mary. Not much. They frighten each other. 
He’s all right for the minute. He’s in Mr Chris- 
topher’s room. And that reminds me. Mr Chris- 
topher’s burnt five big holes in the last pair of sheets 
and two in the pillow-cases. 

JANE. [Really angry.] Again! Positively this is 
too much. After I had already spoken. 
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CuRisToPHER. Damn it, I offered to pay for ’em, 
didn’t I? If I like to burn a pair of sheets every 
night, what then? I’m your guest—don’t you 
understand ? If I choose to burn the house down, 
you ought to behave like Bedales. A guest is a 
guest—isn’t he ? 

JANE. Bedales aren’t lunatics. You are a boor— 
a rude, vulgar, inconsiderate selfish boor! I ask 
you to go—to leave us for good—to-morrow. We 
all want you to leave us. You have outstayed your 
welcome, Christopher Bedale. Is that clear ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Good God, don’t you think I want 
to go? D’you think I’m enjoying myself ? 

Jane. Then why don’t you go ? 

CurIsToPHER. How the hell do I know why I 
don’t go? I don’t know everything. 

JANE. You know nothing—nothing—nothing that 
matters on earth. [Zo Mary.] Get me the key of 
the linen cupboard, Mary. 

Mary. They’re only very little holes, Miss. P’ll fetch 
the key at once. [Exit Mary, followed by JANE. 

EizaBeTtH. Now you’ve done it—oh, Christopher ! 
She does love the old family linen. 

CHRISTOPHER. Old family nothing! She hates me. 
You all hate me. Ionly burnt four holes. I counted 
’em. If you can’t sleep, you must smoke—what 
else is there to do ? 

Mituicent. Why can’t you sleep? It’s a very 
comfortable bed. 

CuRIsTOPHER. Beds don’t make sleep. I thought 
Td got no nerves, and I’m jolly well full of ’em. 
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Minuicent. I believe you’re as frightened of the 
comet as I am. 

CHRISTOPHER. You're not frightened of the comet. 
You’re frightened of yourself. I know all about 
you, Milly—more than you think. That chap you 
chucked—— 

Mituicent. Be quiet and mind your own busi- 
ness. 

CHRISTOPHER. [ do—I’m a marvel at minding my 
own business. And what if Reginald Bruce is my 
business ? 

MituicEnt. Well, he isn’t mine, anyway. 

CHRISTOPHER. A guilty conscience—that’s what’s 
the matter with you. 

Mruicent. Don’t be a bigger bounder than you 
are by nature, Christopher. 

CuRIsTOPHER. A bounder—eh ? If you only knew 
me, you little fool. 

Mizutcent. We all know you quite as well as we 
want to. 

ELIZABETH. Steady on, Milly. You mustn’t talk 
like that. Christopher is a mystery—that’s all. I 
dare say he’s a mystery to himself too. 

Mituicent. “A guilty conscience” ! 
he dare ? 

Exizapetu. He didn’t quite mean it, and if he 
did—— 

CuRIsTOPHER. I meant it all right. Look in the 
looking-glass, Blue Eyes. You'll see what I mean 
there. But don’t think I’m not damn sorry for 
you both. Reggie’s my friend. Now Ili go and 


How does 
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pal with the comet—both unwelcome guests—both 
outsiders 


[Exit CHRISTOPHER through French window. 

EiizaBETH. Chris means nothing but kindness— 
Tm sure he does, Milly, We mustn’t make it harder 
for him. 

Miuicent. I hate him. 

ELizaBETH. Can’t you see? To him we must be 
a pack of children in the nursery. He’s trying to 
understand us. 

Miuicent. How can a cad understand us ? 

EvizaBeTH. He’s not acad, Milly. He’s nothing in 
the least likea cad. He’s got a wonderful mind, really. 

MiLuicEnT. There’s only one thing in his wonder- 
ful mind, anyway. He'd have left us in twenty-four 
hours if it hadn’t been for you. 

EizaBeTH. For me! Nonsense! 

Miuuicent. I know the signs—worse luck. 

EvizaBETH. He’s going back to Sydney in a month 
—if all’s well. 

Mituicent. That depends on you. 

EvizaBETH. Oh no—the comet. Don’t be cross 
about Reggie. He cares for Reggie—he really does. 

Mituicent. Then he oughtn’t to bully me. I 
wonder sometimes what Reggie feels about the 
comet. Of course the wretch said what was true— 
Christopher, I mean. It’s too late to apologise now ; 
but the comet has made me want to. 


Enter Nichouas and Morris. 
Nicuoas. Where is Aunt Jane 2 


THE BLUE COMET 55 


Mituicent. She went with Mary to— 

ELIZABETH. James has crashed again, father. 

Nicuonas. Poor James. “Cowards die many 
times before their death.” 

Morris. The beggar’s always shivering. 

Hiizasetu. He'll break his neck staring at the 
sky some night. The world is full of stiff necks now. 

Morris. I’ve chucked painting James as a Doge 
of Venice—would have been the best thing I’d done, 
too. 

EvizaABeTH. You mustn’t chuck it—it’s so nearly 
finished. 

Morris. So’s everything by the look of it. 


Enter CorisToPHER through French window. 


Nicuoxas. Where have you been, Christopher ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Getting inspiration from the comet. 

Morris. Inspiration ? 

CHRISTOPHER. RightO! The bally comet’s bucked 
me up like anything. We'll stick it out anyway! 

Morris. What’s the good of sticking it out with 
the end in sight ? 

CurisTtoPHER. You rotter, Morris. Keep your end 
up, man. 

Morris. All the big things to go before I see them. 
Rome—the Parthenon. All—before I see them! 

EvizaBetH. Don’t think such a deuce of a lot of 
yourself, Morris. What does it matter what you see 
if you can’t see sense ? 

Nicuoxas. That is very true, Betty—though per- 
haps rather coarsely expressed. 
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ELIzaABETH. You may see Rome some day. We're 
not down and out yet. 

CHRISTOPHER. Get that, Morris. Just fine, heaven- 
born common sense. Even James realises that. 

Nicuoxas. I noticed at dinner that James was 
going through another paroxysm. 

CHRISTOPHER. James is a materialist like me. I 
gave him two glasses of your best port, Uncle Nick, 
and one of my best cigars. And I left him sending 
the Blue Comet to Hades. 

Morris. I wish cigars would put me right. It 
seems rot, I know, Betty, but I can’t work till this 
bally Commission has got the comet off its chest. 

EvizaBETH. Well, we shall know before we go to 
bed. 

CHRISTOPHER. Meantime [’ve got a commission 
for you, my son. I want to see if you can get within 
a mile of Betty in paint. A commission, mind—not 
a Royal Commission—just a vulgar colonial one. 

EvizaBetH. Morris will only paint ugly men and 
pretty women. 

CHRISTOPHER. Well, what’s the matter with you ? 

NicHouas. We have begged him to try and paint 
our Betty for ages. 

CuristopHER. And I say he shall. You all turn 
me down every hour of the day. But I will have 
my way for once before I go. My commission’s as 
good as that old fool over the way and her footling 
garden. 

Nicnouas. An admirable notion—to perpetuate 
dear Betty. And if it’s successful, Morris—— 
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Morris. All right. I'll do it. I can’t get within 
a mile of her, really. She’s beastly difficult. Colour 
and angles easy enough, but no form. . 

CuristopueR. No form! Good Lord! You'll 
never paint another form like her. 

EvizaBetu. I’m not a bit difficult, Morris. I'll 
sit as still as a mouse. 

CuRISTOPHER. In that pale blue dress. 

MiLuicent. You've promised—so you've got to do 
it, Morris. 


Enter JANE. 


Aunt Janey, Morris is going to paint Betty—Chris- 
topher wants him to. 

Jane. And haven’t we all wanted him to? [To 
CuRIsTOPHER.| I shall be obliged if you'll take 
neither tobacco nor matches into your bedroom 
again. 

CurisTopHER. Then Ill park in the dining-room. 

EvizaBetu. It’s a commission—price not stated. 

Morris. Nonsense. I won’t paint you for money. 

Nicuoxas. Indeed no. 

EvizaBetH. Why not ? 

CuristopHir. Work anyway. We'll talk about 
the price later. 

Jane. Work—yes. Ill give you that credit, 
Christopher. You see that for weak-minded people 
like Morris, work is the only way to defy this absurd 
thing in the sky. 

EvizaBeTu. We're jolly lucky to find anything 
Christopher wants. 
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Morris. A man can’t paint his relations, really, 
you know. 

CHRISTOPHER. If you’re any damn good, you 
ought to be able to paint anything and everything. 
Look at her—just like that I want her—staring at 
the ceiling—with her eyes like fire-flies. 

Mituicent. Sisters don’t inspire brothers. 

CHRISTOPHER. Can’t say—never had one. Never 
wanted one till I struck you, Blue Eyes. But he'll 
paint that picture, or be up against me. 

EvizaBetu. Let him paint the comet. 

CHRISTOPHER. Time enough for the comet. 

EvizaBetu. Then let him paint you. 

CHRISTOPHER. Me? Not much! It’s you and 
only you, or there’s going to be another row! 

NicHoxas. Quite good advice, Christopher. We 
have many exceedingly plain Bedales among 
the family portraits, then why not our lovely 
Elizabeth 2 

Morris. [Interested.] Turn round, Betty—there— 
a little more. Get that screen behind your face. 
Not unlikely—what ? I caught a glimpse of a some- 
thing in the poise of your head when you were look- 
ing at Chris just now. You might make a useful 
study. 

CHRISTOPHER. I guess she might—if you know a 
paint brush from a boot brush. And no white 
feather, mind you! No flinching. It’s the biggest 
job you ever had, or will have. 

Morris. Well, I wouldn’t say that, old man. 
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Enter Mary with a parcel for CHRISTOPHER. 

Mary. Came by the book post and I forgot it, sir. 

[Hart Mary. 

Nicuouas. The book post ? Have you been buy- 
ing a book, Christopher ? 

CuristoPHER. Sounds hopeful, don’t it? I have 
bought a book, as a matter of fact; but this is some- 
thing I forgot in Australia and cabled for half-way 
home. To tell you the brutal truth, it’s a present 
for Aunt Janey. Coals of fire on her head in fact. 
It’ll make up for the sheets—come now. 

Jane. Surely you know our opinions by this time ? 

CuristopHeR. Like hell I know ’em! But you 
must let up and have a little mercy now and then. 
Can’t you see how I’m trying to get the hang of blue 
china and old books and all the rest of the tripe that 
really matters ? 

EuizaBetu. You're a most deserving object, Chris, 
I’m always telling them so. 

CuristopHEeR. Then | ought to be encouraged and 
not treated like the black sheep of the family. Now, 
Aunt Jane—no more Bedale nonsense, if you please, 
[Takes a piece of precious Nankin out of the box.] 
This ugly little thing was left tc my mother by 
one of her Australian friends, who had travelled in 
the East. Get that clearly. It never cost me a 
farthing. 

[Jane looks from the Nankin to her cabinet of 
blue china. 
No, no—it’s not a patch on your stuffi—still—per- 


x 
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haps, just for once, you'll accept a gift that cost me 
nothing—please—to oblige an orphan. 
[Jane very doubtful. Nicnoxas looks on with 
quiet approval. 

Euizapetu. Now, Aunt Janey—remember your 
sacrifices for blue china. Be a weak woman for once 
and take it. 

Nicuouas. Perhaps on this exceptional occasion, 
Janey. 

JANE. It’s very kind—very kind, of course. Thank 
you, nephew. I shall accept it and value it. 

CHRISTOPHER. Good egg! Things are looking up. 

EuizaBeTH. Hurrah! You can go up _ one, 
Christopher. 

CHRISTOPHER. I’ve broke in the old bird! That’s 
what I’ve done. Mind you, it’s all right, Aunt Jane 
—else I wouldn’t have offered it. 

JANE. I’m sure it’s all right. I don’t understand 
Nankin, but you can feel by instinct it is exceedingly 
good. [Shows it to NicHoLas. | 

Nicuonas. A dear little piece — charming — 
charming ! 

EvizaBetH. I believe you bought it for twopence 
at Woolworth’s. 

CHRISTOPHER. [Aside to HizaBera, laughing.) 
Don’t tell her—or she’d have a fit. She could sell it 
at Christie’s to-morrow for two thousand quid. 

Jane. [At cabinet.] I am going to put it in the very 
front on the top row—on the understanding that it 
cost you nothing. 

CHRISTOPHER, That’s right, go and spoil it ! 
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Nicnonas. [Showing very great pleasure and patting 
CHRISTOPHER on the shoulder.j Thank you, Christopher 
—thank you. [Going away.| 

CuristopHER. Holdon. You've got to suffer, too. 
It’s worse than having a tooth out; but it’s your 
turn—you can’t eseape. Remember my limitations. 
Let me down gently. Ignorance ain’t a crime, 
only a misfortune. It’sthis— [Taking a packet from 
has pocket.| 1 looked in at Quaritch’s to find a book 
Betty said I ought to read, and I was turning over 
a catalogue on the counter and struck this. It’s 
fusty old muck—an illuminated missal from Alex- 
andria, I believe, and dropping to pieces at that. 

[Nicnotas takes the missal, which Curis- 
TOPHER has slipped from its cover. He 
tries to speak, but cannot. Goes into a 
corner with the missal—wipes his spectales. 
The Women and Morris are touched. 

ELizABETH. You are making April fools of us all, 
Chris. 

CHRISTOPHER. Only getting a bit of my own back 
before I clear. I’m fired to-morrow mind. 

[Burry goes to him and makes him sit down 
beside her. JANE, having shut up her 
cabinet, sits down to her sewing or kitting. 
Mitiicent goes over to her father with 
Morris. 

ExizasetTu. He loves a missal better than any- 
thing else in the world. . 

CuristopHer. He don’t love me, though. He 
turned me down to-day—pretty sharp, tod. 
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Jang. And you thoroughly deserved it. 
CHRISTOPHER. Oh yes—TI deserve all I get, of 
course. [NicHoLas comes down holding the missal. 
Nicuoxas. It’s beautiful — wonderful —a_ pearl 
above price—unspeakably precious! I must go and 
compare it with another African missal—not so good 
as this—not so amazing as this. Bless you, generous, 
foolish lad ! [Hait NICHOLAS, 
CHRISTOPHER. Hooked him, by gad! Tip—to give 
you people something you can’t refuse. Puzzle to 
find it. 
EizaABETH. [70 JAnE.} How did he vex father ? 
JANE. I blush to tell you. What do you think he 
wants? That the family should accept five hundred 
thousand pounds ! 
Morris. Half a million quid! You utter idiot, 
Christopher ! 
[Mituicent and EuizaBetH laugh. JANE 
smiles and Morris laughs. Only Curis- 
TOPHER looks anxious. 
CHRISTOPHER. Well, if to be rich is a crime, isn’t 
it your job to help me get poorer ? 
JANE. Very cunning. I hate a cunning man. 
CHRISTOPHER. Not a bit—only commonly sane. 
Paupers oughtn’t to be full of silly pride. The rot 
of it! If I died to-morrow and left you a million in 
my will, you'd take it without a murmur. Why 
would you take from the dead, who can hear no 
thanks, what you refuse from the living ? 
JANE. Convention has settled these matters for all 
decent people. 
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CHRISTOPHER. You make me tired! Where’s the 
objection? What law is broken ? 

JANE. The unwritten law—the law of tradition— 
created and sanctioned by good birth and good 
feeling. 

CHRISTOPHER, Oh, cut it out! Humbug! Cant! 
Victorian tomfoolery ! 

Morris. Father simply couldn’t do with it, old 
chap. 

EvizaBeTH. He’d only go and buy up Quaritch. 
Half a million of money ! 

CuRIsTOPHER. Think of the Golden Wyandottes 
you could have, 

EvizaBetH. Yes—solid ae ones that wouldn’t 
lay any eggs. 

Jane. Uncle Lucas will have to talk to you. He 
won't let you down so gently as we have. 

Mituicent. You don’t know what it is to want 
something. 

CurisToPHER. Oh yes, I do—just as well as you, 
Blue Eyes. 

EuizasetH. Think of the joy when you’ve saved up 
enough to buy something you covet very much. The 
joy of saving to win it. 

JANE. Quite true, Christopher. The personal 
effort—every piece of my china, except your gilt, 
represents a personal effort. 

Morris. You’d wreck the whole show from our 
point of view—kill ambition, knock hope on the head, 
bore us all stiff, rob life of its salt ! 

- Exiasern. We're ever so sorry for you, Chris- 
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topher. To think you'll never know the joys of 
saving up for a treat. 

CHRISTOPHER. I have saved up for a treat, and 
now you fatheads won’t let me enjoy it. You're a 
sanctimonious, hard-hearted backwoods crowd really 
—a lot of silly peacocks. It’s beastly to cut no ice 
in your own family. 

ELizaABETH. You're going to make Morris cut ice, 
any way. 

Morris. [Looking at Exizapnru’s pose.| Yes, I 
must have a go at you, Betty, I suppose. Half 
length or full length, Christopher ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Full length—every damned inch of 
her. 

Morris. That means a new canvas—unless I scrape 
off James. I think I'll scrape off James—before the 
comet does. 

JANE. [Rising.] There’s another canvas you bought 
for—— [Eat Morris. 

CHRISTOPHER. It’s a commission, anyway. I sup- 
pose he'll condescend to let me pay for your picture, 
Betty ? 

JANE. Certainly not. 

CuRISTOPHER. How long, O Lord? How long ? 

EvizaBetu. Don’t you see you’ve made him paint 
it? That’s far, far better than paying for it. Your 
ideas are worth much more than your money, 
Chris. 

JANE. Yes; strive to get fine ideas and banish 
worthless opinions. 

CHRISTOPHER. You beat me. I didn’t know there 


THE BLUE COMET 65 


were such people. You ought to be in a museum, 
or else a lunatic asylum—damned if I know which. 

Exizaseta. A museum for father and Aunt Janey, 
and a lunatic asylum for Milly and me. 

Jane. [To Mrnticent.] Come and talk to Morris, 
I don’t want. him to scrape off James. I’m sure I 
saw another canvas in the attic. [Gong towards 
door. | j 
Mituicent. Yes, Aunty. Let’s get it down. I'll 
hunt for it. 

[JANE nods. HExeunt JANE and MILLICENT. 

EuizaBeTH. Don’t hate us. 

CHRISTOPHER. You always hate anybody who 
makes you feel like a black-beetle. 

EvizaBetu. Nobody ever did that. You're a 
wonderful person. Are those people you’re helping 
happier—the people on the other side of the Heath— 
the Australians ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Of course they are. They’re sane 
and know I mean money and nothing else. They 
take my best and are decent and grateful. 

ELIZABETH. You mean a very great deal more than 
money. That’s merely an accident. 

CHRISTOPHER. I never realised what a darned bad 
accident though. Hard to keep my temper some- 
times. 

EuizasetTu. All Bedales keep their tempers. It’s 
a tradition. We're only a cadet branch of the 
family, you know. Have you ever thought that, 
after Uncle Lucas passes away, you'll be the head 

of the clan, Chris ? 
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CuristopHer. Gee! That’s a bright idea! Shall 
you respect the head of the clan? I bet you won't. 

ExizaBetH. You mustn’t mind what they say. 
They can’t see things as you do and—and as ’m 
beginning to a little. 

CuristopHEeR. Are you, by God! What don’t 
you see? Money means freedom. Just get that. 

EvizaBetu. [Shakes her head.| No, it doesn’t. 
And you know it. 

CurisToPHER. I thought I’d find you all rolling— 
except Milly. I knew she was down on her luck 
after I met Reginald Bruce. He’s a woolbroker’s 
clerk and came on business for his firm. He con- 
fided in me when he knew I was a Bedale. 

ELizaBETH. People do. 

CHRISTOPHER. Yes—the wrong ones. It’s the 
people you want to confide in you never will. Bruce 
is all right—the Oxford manner—decent—sporting— 
a good chap. It was for his sake really I decided to 
look up the family. 

EvizaBetH. Oh, Chris! How like you. 

CurisToPHER. Not at all like me. Damned un- 
like me. And see how Pm paid. Anyway I’ve 
cabled for the beggar since I saw Milly. And then 
you tell me money’s nothing. 

HuizaBerH. It’s the heart behind the money 
makes it good or bad. 

CurisToPHER. Anyway he’s all right and Blue 
Eyes was all wrong. The Oxford manner is fatal to 
Sydney girls, but he wasn’t taking any. He’ll never 
marry if he doesn’t marry Milly. We may wangle 
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it for em yet [goes to window and looks at comet|— 
if the world doesn’t stop. 

EizaBeTH. One forgets the comet before beauti- 
ful things like that. 

CHRISTOPHER. Milly’s all right in her little way. 
She’d make a happy home for the Oxford manner. 
But who’d make a home for the Australian manner ? 
That’s what I wonder. No—I don’t wonder—I 
know. I’ve built a palace on the Hawkesbury river, 
just for a lark. Orange orchards, a marvellous park, 
miles of garden and glass—a lake—amazing spot. 
Room for all the Golden Wyandottes in the world. 
A sort of Aladdin’s palace. 

EizaBeTH. You never told us. 

CHRISTOPHER. What’s the good of telling you 
things? I should have had a copy of the Albert 
Memorial put up next fall and a copy of the Nelson 
Monument, because I like the lions. Now you tell 
me the Albert Memorial is all wrong and the Landseer 
lions are all wrong; so I’m going to order a dozen of 
Epstein’s “ Rimas.” What more can I do ? 

EvizaBeTH. You do try. But I don’t like the 
“ Rima ” very much myself—in strict confidence. 

CurisToPHER. Then I won’t order one—not one. 
What do you like? Tell me what you like. Come 
close—come closer, for God’s sake, and tell me what 
you like. I want to know more than anything on 
earth what you like. 

ExizaBetu. I can tell you without sitting on your 
lap. You’re learning so fast. Rich people gener- 
‘ally hate learning, but you—— 
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CHRISTOPHER. Yes, me—me—me and you. For 
pity’s sake just yarn about me and you. Now you’re 
talking. [Fights to keep his arms off her.) 

EvizaBeTa. You know what I think—what we all 
think. We’re really fond of you, Chris. 

CHRISTOPHER. Oh no, you’re not. You can’t be. 
You can’t like me any more than you like the Blue 
Comet. It’s just as stark as I am. Stark’s the 
word! Milly said I was stark yesterday—told me 
I was like the moon and had no atmosphere. Philis- 
tines never have any atmosphere. Money’s got no 
atmosphere. But you always see clear. You backed 
me against Milly. You’re my side. 

EvizaBeTu. If we've wakened a sense of family in 
you, Christopher 

CHRISTOPHER. Damn it, drop the “we.” There’s 
nothing a man hates more than “ we” when he wants 
to hear “I.” You—you—Grey Eyes—darling! I 
love you. I want you. I can’t carry on any more 
without you. You shall love me—you shall 

EvizaBETH. [Moving from him.| Oh—Christopher 
—what are you saying ? 


[He takes her in his arms. 
What are you doing ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Hell knows. You’re my life—my 
soul—my heaven. I love you—I adore you. For 
Christ’s sake, love me. 

ExizaBetu. Let me go—please, please. Be sport- 
ing, Christopher. Let me go—you shouldn’t—— 

CuRISTOPHER. Never—never—I can’t let you go. 

[Kisses her face and neck roughly. 
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EvizaBeTH. Oh, Christopher! Don’t — don’t! 
Don’t make Milly right. Don’t bea cad! | 

Curistopuer. If I’m a cad, by God I will be! 

[Presses her to himself while she struggles. 

Suddenly the shouts of the newsboys are 

heard loudly off. They arrest CHRISTOPHER 

for a moment and, as he relaxes, ELIZABETH 

gets free and speeds out of the room. The 


boys shout, “ Commission Report,” “ Blue 
Comet, Special,’ “Commission on Blue 
Comet Report.” CHRISTOPHER stands 


panting, then he realises what he has done. 
James enters behind him and goes to 
window and shakes his fist up at the 
comet. 
James. You blackguard, you dirty, God-forsaken, 
bullying bounder ! 
CuristoPHER. [Not looking round.] I'm all that— 
T’m worse than that. [Much dejected.] 
James. Done for—done for ! 
CurisToPHER. Done for all right. [Looks round. 
James. No escape for a mother’s son oi us! 
CuristopHer. And the sooner one’s snuffed out 
the better. I’m the bad lad, James—I’m the black- 
guard—I’m the bounder. The comet’s a gentleman 
compared to me. 


Enter Mary. She carries a pocket handkerchief. 


Buck up—be a man, Jimmy! Same for one—same 
for all! 
Mary. That’s what [ tell him. [Weping Jamus’s 
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eyes.| Think of all the poor little children that will 
miss growing up. 

James. Why did I grow up? Why was I born ? 
Tell me that, woman ? 


Enter Nicuouas and MiLLicENT. 


Mary. He will keep calling me a woman, Mr 
Christopher. 

Nicuoxas. Such a noise in the street. There must 
be a fire somewhere. 

Mitiicent. It’s the Commission, father. The 
Report is out. 

Mary. The gentlemen don’t give no hope seem- 
ingly—so James says. 


Enter Morris and JANE, opening evening 
newspapers. 


Morris. It’s all up, pater. We're booked. 

[They crowd round paper. Jamus stands alone, 
clasping and unclasping his hands. Paper 
boys shout fainter outside. 

JANE. All Fool’s Day indeed! I thought better 
of you, Christopher. 

CuRISTOPHER. Don’t. Never think better of me 
again. Think the worst you can. I’m the limit. 
Im right bang off. No more use on the earth now. 

(Exit CHRISTOPHER. 

JANE. Has he been at the port again? Why 
doesn’t he go away ? 

NicHotas. We must all respect the opinion of 
Science, Janey. 
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Morris. [Looking over paper.}| Commission reports 
—heading for us at eighty to ninety thousand miles an 
hour—going to “ establish contact ’’—that’s the sweet 
way they put it—establish contact at precisely three 
o'clock on the morning of 23rd April. They calculate 
the Blue Comet must hit the Atlantic Ocean some- 
where in the neighbourhood of Cape Verde Islands. 

Nicuo.as. Is there no minority report? In these 
cases, the ablest members on a Commission generally 
publish a minority report. Then we pay the Com- 
missioners ten thousand pounds apiece and forget all 
about them till the next Birthday Honours. 

Morris. They’re unanimous this time—quite un- 
animous—even the astronomers agree. 

James. Oh, my God—unanimous! 

Nicuoxas. I hope your Uncle Lucas will come in. 
He’s a man of the world and will have grasped the 
details. Janey, Science has decided that we cannot 
escape, my love. 

[Groan from JamEs who ws listening. Mary 
quiets him. 

JANE. Pooh to Science! That for it! [Snaps her 
fingers.| These wretched professors have all left the 
Almighty out of their calculations—-as they invari- 
ably do. 

Nicuotas. I hope not—I hope not! That would 
be very unwise and improper. 

Morris. The days of miracles are past. We're up 
against it. 

Nicnouas. What an astounding experience it will 
be! 
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Morris. Not for three weeks? I'd like it sooner. 
Condemned men always resent the delay. 

NicHoxas. It is a case of the higher mathematics 
and the laws of relativity and so forth. I under- 
stand that both Sir Oliver Lodge and Herr Einstein 
think it must impinge upon us. I had hoped that 
Einstein might have said it would go round. 

Jane. What then? Twice two wouldn’t be four 
if it wasn’t God’s will. It will follow its Maker’s 
purpose, and that should be enough for all men. 

Nicuoxas. It will be enough, Janey—more than 
enough, I’m afraid. 

Mruuicent. It’s a cruel, heartless shame—to snuff 
the poor little world out just when it’s so interesting. 

Morris. The world’s always too interesting to 
leave if you’re an artist. 

NicHoias. We must all try and go willingly. 

Miuicent. I won’t for one. I'll love life to the 
last second. 


Enter Exvizapetu and Lucas in evening-dress 
with rather old-fashioned coat and hat. 


MILLICENT 

and fae you seen the paper, Uncle Lucas ? 
Morris. 

Lucas. I have just dined with three members of 
the Commission. 

Morris. They meant what they said ? 

Lucas. And they know more than they said. 
The facts will be published gradually, to save the 
world from panic, if possible. Mankind must not 
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break down and do anything unworthy of his Creator. 
England at least will set a standard of bravery. The 
spectroscope has revealed the constitution of the 
comet. It is composed of organic matter—an ele- 
ment of which we have no knowledge—a new ele- 
ment, Janey. It will soon be disorganising the solar 
- system seriously. Men of science are enthusiastic and 
busy. 

JANE. It takes so little to amuse them. 

James. [Howls.] We're going to be snuffed out— 
we're going to be snuffed out like a tallow candle! 
{ can’t wait a month. I give notice. My nerves 
won't stand a month of this. I shall go mad watch- 
ing if I’ve got to watch that blue devil creeping 
closer and closer of a night, like a tiger, Pl go mad— 
mad. [Hat James wildly. 

Mary. He will—if I know him. He ain’t got far 
to go either. 

JANE. Put him to bed, Mary. 

Nicuotas. I'll get a sleeping draught from my 
medicine cabinet. [Hat Mary. 

Jann. We shall have trouble with that poor 
idiot. 

Lucas. Take him to church. Make him go to 
church repeatedly, and keep him there. All the 
weak ones must live as far as possible in places of 
worship, and be fortified. 

Nicuotas. The churches should certainly be open 
night and day. 

Morris. And the pubs. I back the pubs for 
custom, Better be drunk than dotty. 
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ExizaBetH. Morris! Morris! My picture, re- 
member. 


Enter CurisToPHER with coat on and hat in his 
hand and handbag. 


CHRISTOPHER. So long—you folks. I’m clearing 
out. Tl send for my stuff in the morning. 
Nicuoxas. Leaving us, Christopher—at a supreme 
moment like this ? 
CHRISTOPHER. I guess so. I’m fired, and I wish 
to God Aunt Jane had fired me sooner. 
Lucas. I deprecate your going. Your place is 
here with your uncle and cousins. 
CurIsTOPHER. The old bird’s spoke. 
JANE. Your uncle’s wish is law. 
Morris. The young birds want you to stay, old 
man. 
CurisToPHER. Not all of them. 
MiLLicENT. Of course we do. 
CHRISTOPHER. No, no. You've had too much of 
me. Good-bye, and forgive a blighter—if you can. 
(Going. 
Minuicent. [Anarously.] Not you too? Betty, 
tell him not to go. 
ExizaBetu. I think you ought to stay, Christopher. 
CHRISTOPHER. [Goes wp to her.| You say that ? 
[EvizaBEeTH nods her head and looks quietly 
at him. He goes away from her and all of 
them, flings down his hat and bag and 
walks to the window. 
Lucas. Work—work is our salvation now. Let 
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us not despair of human nature. We must stand 
shoulder to shoulder and all do our duty to the end. 

Jane. And don’t forget that God will do His, 
Lucas. 

Lucas. I shall be the last to forget that, Janey. 
But, for once, the will of the Almighty seems to be 
clear enough. Human nature is already breaking 
down under the strain. When I ordered a whisky 
and soda at the Club to-day, the waiter told me to 
go and get it myself. That helped me to realise the 
end of the world was indeed at hand! 
 Nicnoxas. You feel that it must happen, Lucas ? 

Lucas. Ido. On April the twenty-third, we must 
prove ourselves worthy of our Creator to the last. 
We muat all bend to His Almighty will on April the 
twenty-third. [Speaks with gusto.| 

Miuuicen’. It’s cruel—horrible! No loving God 
would do it! 

Nicnoras. God’s ways are not our ways. We 
must remember that all He does is for the best, Milly. 

Morris. It'll take some remembering. 

Muticenss. Why can’t God listen to us for a 
change? We know a lot more about the world 
than He does, We've only got one world. He’s 
got millions. 

Exizazern. We can still hope and carry on. 

Jaxz. Of course we can: Hope never dies in a 
sane mind. 

Curistoruzr. Thank you for that. 

Janz. Why won’t you all share my conviction 
that Science is entirely wrong? Nothing whatever 
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is going to happen—nothing whatever—if we only 
keep our heads. 

CuristoPHEeR. A lot is going to happen, Aunt 
Janey, whether it hits or whether it misses. 

Nicnoxas. It is quite clear that nobody must 
waste another minute. 

Lucas. The troops mutinied at Aldershot this 
morning. 

Morris. What does it matter what anybody does ? 

JANE. It matters to the Recording Angel, Morris. 

Morris. Oh, him! Yes—he’ll be kept busy. 

[CHRISTOPHER returns from window. 

JANE. It is merely a trial to prove our faith in 
God. The amazing thing is to find faith so weak in 
a world that has professed it for so long. 

Morris. Let’s eat and drink, for to-morrow we 
die—that’s what I say. 

CHRISTOPHER. To-morrow you begin to paint your 
sister, you silly ass, and if it doesn’t go right you'll 
hear about it. 

Lucas. All responsible beings, high and low alike, 
must now labour to preserve the dignity of human 
nature. We go—but let us go like gentlemen. 

Nicuouas. The Books will be balanced and the 
world, alas! found bankrupt by its Maker. 

Miuuicent. We’re not bankrupt! The world’s 
not bankrupt! The world’s brave and patient. 
What has it done to be squashed out like a 
mosquito ? 

NicHotas. Who shall say what we deserve, Milly ? 

MinuicEent. I don’t mean us; I mean the valleys 
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and the mountains—the seas and lakes—all the glory 
ofthe earth. The spring time, the summer time—the 
little lovely innocent world! The trees, the birds, 
the beasts, the flowers, all the dear, beautiful things 
that make life. 

Morris. The whole shoot to be knocked on the 
head by this blundering beast in the sky. 

Lucas. He is not blundering, Morris! Shall not 
the Everlasting make and unmake worlds at His 
pleasure? It may be God’s will to use up a hundred 
minor planets such as this, and create something far 
more great and glorious. 

Minticent. Size is nothing. God wouldn’t be so 
vulgar as to attach any importance to size. 

EvizaBetu. Not the God who made my Golden 
Wyandottes, Uncle Lucas. 

Jane. The world is a very convenient and com- 
fortable size, and it is going on—it’s going on, I tell 
you! There are plenty of good, earnest people 
striving to make it happier. They are doing their 
best, and God is perfectly aware of the fact. The 
world will continue. 

Morris. Think of what men have done. 

Jane. And women—don’t leave them out. 

Nicuoxas. The centuries of work—the sacrifices— 
the heroism! The prophets, the martyrs, the mighty 
captains. The humanity oi the humanist; the long 
brave fight for knowledge, the marvellous achieve- 
ments of art and love. 

JANE. Don’t be sentimental, Nicholas. 
~ Lucas. You’re all far too pleased with the world, 
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if not with yourselves. This is no time for patting 
the world on the back. 

ExizaBetH. We must help the poor world to go 
out bravely, Uncle Lucas—we must cheer it up. 

NicHoLas. One cannot help wishing that perhaps 
the illuminated Missals and Black Letter Treasures 
might have been saved. 

MILLIcENT. One can’t help wishing to save Uncle 
Lucas. He really ought to be saved. 

Nicuouas. A few just persons saved this planet 
once, remember. 

Morris. If we'd only got a bit forwarder with the 
art of flying, we might have cut a loss in time and 
cleared off. 

JANE. Where to ? 

Morris. It isn’t fair. It isn’t sporting. 

Lucas. “ Sporting,” wretched boy ? 

CHRISTOPHER. The gods were never sporting, 
Morris. Whatever else, not that. That’s an Anglo- 
Saxon speciality, and any sportsmanship there is in 
the world, we’ve taught it. 

JaNE. For goodness’ sake let us have some music 
now, or all talk about something else ! 

Lucas. Obviously there’s nothing else to talk 
about, Janey. To be exterminated is a tremendous 
event, and we must die nobly, with discipline, as 
soldiers on the field, or sailors on the sea. We are 
English men and English women—moreover we are 
Bedales. 

CHRISTOPHER. Some will keep their nerve and 
make millions out of this—if it doesn’t happen. 
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Lucas. Would you peddle on the brink of eternity U 

Nicuoas. We shall see the ruling spirit ere in 
death no doubt. 

Lucas. And mark this: none must buoy himself, 
or herself, with foolish fancies, or idle hopes. The 
Blue Comet cannot miss the Atlantic Ocean; but 
that vast body of water will be to the celestial missile 
as a cup of tea to a twenty pound shell. It rends the 
world to its heart, reaches the central fires and reduces 
us instantly to a mere dust-storm of cosmic matter. 
Nothing was ever so certain. It is as though a 
ripe Stilton cheese were suddenly subjected to the 
impact of an express train running at a mile a 
minute. 

Morris. Puzzle—find the mites. 

Lucas. We must face our extinction bravely, 
cheerfully, and in the spirit of pure religion. 

CHRISTOPHER. Dammy! I believe you’re enjoying 
this, Uncle Lucas ! 

Morris. He is. He’s licking his lips over it. 
It’s all very well for you old people to talk—you’ve 
lived. You’ve had your fun. 

Lucas. “ Fun!” I never had any fun, sir. 

Morris. Oh, yes, you had—in Egypt snuffing out 
the Madhi. 

Lucas. “Fun”! in the Egyptian campaign ? 
Are you mad ? 

ExizasEra. Morris means the Victoria Cross and 
the honour and glory. 

CurisToPpHEeR. And the joy of fighting and winning 

-and getting on with it. 
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Lucas. True, there was the joy of righteous and 
successful conquest. I admit that. 

Morris. And father’s had his books and his de- 
lightful family ; and Aunt Janey’s had fun of some 
sort, I suppose, when she was young, before she took 
to vintage port and blue china. 

JANE. I suppose I had—I forget. 

Morris. I bet you don’t. We never forget our 
best larks. 

ELIzABETH. We may be spared—remember that. 

Nicuouas. Then we should come back to life by 
a short cut, as it were, and our eyes would be open 
to our helplessness and futility. 

Miuuicent. We're not helpless, father; we're not 
futile! We are little things, but we’re jolly fine 
little things, and we’ve done the very best we could 
with the brains we’ve got. 

Lucas. The best—and the worst we have done; 
but can the little best outbalance the big, big worst ? 

EvizaBeTH. You’re a conscientious objector—a 
defeatist, Uncle Lucas! You don’t want our poor 
little world to win. 

Lucas. I—I a defeatist ! 

Nicuo.as. There would surely be a trumpet call 
to righteousness if this cup were taken from us. 

Jane. Don’t be too sure of that, Nicholas. You 
can’t scare people into being religious. It’s a matter 
of conviction nowadays, not terror. Hell has quite 
lost its old flair for everybody—even the servants. 

Miuuicent. Only a big coward would try to 
frighten his children. 
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NicHoas. We should enter a new world, Janey— 
we should enter a new world—as strangers. Reason, 
Right, Might, Honour, Justice, Wealth, Poverty— 
all these human values would be modified after such 
an awiul challenge. 

CHRISTOPHER. If it don’t knock us out, it will 
knock some sense into us—eh ? 

Morris. Into which, I wonder ? 

Lucas. You, we'll hope. You want it most. You 
appear to forget you’re a man, let alone a Bedale. 
But the end of earth is decreed, and it must 

[Morris goes to look at comet. 
surely come at the appointed time. 

JANE. Which the Almighty knows a great deal 
better than any Commission—Royal or otherwise. 

Miuuicent. For His own credit, I hope God won’t 
do it. It'll be the end of religion if He does, 

ExizaBeTu. It might be the beginning of religion 
if He doesn’t. 

Lucas. Be careful! I notice a very dangerous 
tendency in your remarks of late, you girls. 

Enizasetu. We should all have been through it 
together. 

Miturcent. If we all could! 

EvizaBeTH. You may go through it with some- 
body together, yet. 

Nicnotas. Did the world survive 

Lucas. It cannot survive! These dreams are 
worse than foolish. We have at least escaped 
Socialism and the humble disciples of Lenin, which 
- ought to soften the blow for every Bedale. The 
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length of the thread was Heaven’s affair, the spinning 
was ours. We English have sometimes spun pretty 
well; so let us set our house in order and face the 
future in a manner worthy of the mighty dead and 
the respectable people still living. 
EizaBetH. Who’s patting us on the back 
now ? 
[The newspaper boys shout again in the streets 
and there is also the shout of crowds far off. 
All, save JANE, go to the window, and 
Morris draws aside the curtains. The 
comet has now inereased enormously in 
size. It dominates the sky and somewhat 
resembles a gigantic blue arrow winging 
downwards. JANE goes to her little writing 
table and looks first at one book, then at 
another. Finally she picks up a book, 
sits with her back to the window and reads. 
A band strikes wp quite close. 
Minuicent. What’s that ? 
EvizaBets. The Salvation Army band. 
JANE. The Salvation Army? They'll have the 
time of their lives ! 
Lucas. [Zo Nicuoxas.] Irresistible to our bodies, 
Nicholas, perfectly harmless to our souls. 


inter Mary, running after James, who is 
in his night-shirt. 
Mary. Oh, Mr Christopher, for God’s sake! 


JANE. Give him a sleeping draught and send for 
the doctor. He’s insane! 
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CHRISTOPHER. [Goes to JamzEs.] Steady, steady, my 
son. Come along. 

JAMES. Blustering, blackguardly, blue butcher! 
[Glares at the comet.]| 

CHRISTOPHER, Come along, come along, Jimmy, or 
Pll pick you up and carry you! 

James. [Beside himself and shaking his fist at the 
comet.| Curse you, you cowardly murderer! Who 
are you to do in me and my wife? Damn you, you 
bloody, blue hooligan, damn you ! 

Mituicent. Beautifully put! Thank you, James. 

[CHRISTOPHER picks up JAMES struggling. 

CHRISTOPHER. Quiet, quiet, baby! Let’s go down 

with the flag flying anyway! [Carries him off. 


CURTAIN 


ACT III 


Sceng.—The garden at Claremont House. The per- 
spective should suggest a small garden of some 
twenty yards long terminated by a bank of trees. 
Above them rises the spire of a church, close 
at hand. Entrances from right. A few garden 
chairs at left hand of stage and one farther up 
behind them. A white lilac in flower stands above 
the seats. The comet is not visible but the whole 
sky and stage are illuminated with a ghastly blue 
light. The tume rs twenty-five minutes to three on 
the morning of the 23rd Apri. 

[CHRISTOPHER, smoking one of has big cigars, 
in lus short sleeves sits on a seat, very 
weardy with his arms folded. Morris 
walks wp and down. On the seat at the 
back MILLICENT sits humped up, staring 
at the sky. 


CHRISTOPHER. What’s the time, old man ? 

Morris. Just time to get drunk. 

CHRISTOPHER. Stick it out. You've been a good 
plucked one, Morris. It’s harder for you artist chaps 
to keep your nerve than for some of us. 

Morris. Keep my nerve! Not I. It’s only 

84 
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painting Betty kept my nerve—and kept my 
wits. 

CuRIsToPHER. Your top-hole picture anyway. 

Morris. Your work, not mine. I’ve got to thank 
you for seeing me through these infernal weeks. 
But ’'m no good. I can’t paint. 

CHRISTOPHER. You may be the best judge, of 
course, but you're not anybody. An Australian 
came to see me the day before yesterday. He’s said 
to know a bit about pictures. 

Morris. There’s only one man in Australia knows 
anything about ’em, and he knows everything. 

CHRISTOPHER. That was the man. 

Morris. Not Thomas Ferguson ? 

CHRISTOPHER. Yes, Tommy Ferguson. He laughed 
when I told him I knew a good picture from a bad 
one. He’s the boss of the Sydney Public Galleries and 
believes young living painters are more important 
than old dead ones. Rather colonial of him—eh ? 

Morris. He’s an almighty swell. 

CHRISTOPHER. So they say. Anyway he came 
here, about something I promised to do for him. 

Mituicent. Doesn’t he believe in the comet ? 

CuristopHer. He believes in it all right, but he 
carries on. I showed him Betty’s picture and he 
said—but of course he may be wrong. 

Morris. He’s never wrong. 

CuRISTOPHER. Well, he said it was as good as 
anything he’d seen by the rising generation. A ton 
of useful portrait work is waiting for you in Sydney, 
_if there is any Sydney after to-night. 
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Morris. Christopher ! 

CuristoPHER. So don’t get drunk. It’s a thought 
to make you die game—that Tommy Ferguson—— 

Morais. I can’t believe this ! 

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes you can; and you've got 
to thank Betty, mind. 

Morris. I’ve got to thank you. And I do thank 
you, old chap. Ferguson to say I’m some good! 
I must tell the Governor. It will buck him too! 

[Lait Morris. 

MILuicent. You’ve made Morris happy and you’ve 
made me happy, and you’ve made everybody happy 
and now—nothing—all your work wasted. 

CuRISTOPHER. Bosh! Aren’t you beastly cold ? 

MiLuicEnT. Only beastly unhappy. It’s in my 
bones—in my heart everywhere—I don’t want to 
die—I don’t want to die, Christopher—not alone. 
If only Reginald—if he could only have got here 
before the comet! If I could just have seen him and 
heard him forgive me, and died close—close to him. 

CHRISTOPHER. It was bad luck. The boat’s due 
to-morrow or next day. 

Miuuicent. [Taking his hand.| How selfish I am. 
You're played out—you can hardly walk. 

CHRISTOPHER. We're all pretty beat, I guess. If 
you cram a lifetime of work and experience into a 
month—it’s tiring. But worth it in a way. Lord, 
what things men and women are! Some so fine, 
and others—I’ve seen some weird sights these days. 
This has brought us to the bed-rock. I believe 
England’s taking it better than most nations. 
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CHRISTOPHER. I wonder what Reggie was doing ? 

Miu1cent. I love him—I love him; and when I 
think of him, even now, I’m too miserable to be 
afraid. What we’ve missed because I was a fool! 

CuRIsToPHER. The fools do miss a lot. In fact 
they miss everything. You can only be sorry for 
"em. Go on thinking of Reggie. But don’t be 
miserable. You’re lucky to have a fine chap to 
think about. Perhaps you'll meet after the smash. 

Mituicent. But what’s the good when you're 
ghosts ? I should be a miserable little ghost! My 
strong point was the outside of me. 

CHRISTOPHER. It sounds a bit dull—ghost life, but 
it may not be so dusty. There’s a rumour you can 
have whiskies and sodas, so perhaps you may be per- 
mitted a girl’s arms round you still—eh? I should 
do my hair if I were you. It’s all over the shop. 

Miniicent. And you ought to shave. Uncle Lucas 
says we should all go in our best clothes. I wonder 
where the “‘ Ortava ” is now ? 

CHRISTOPHER. In the Bay of Biscay, I expect. 


Enter Mary. 


Mituicent. Mary—dear Mary—we must take 
hands at the finish—remember. All close together. 
[Hat Mituicenr. 
Mary. How they keep up, bless °em! I wish it 
would come. I’m that tired, Mr Christopher. And 
missed the spring cleaning and all. 
CuRIsTOPHER. The comet will do our spring clean- 
ing this journey. Where’s the baby ? 
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Mary. I’m looking for him. I left him here with 
Miss Millicent. He’s my ’usband still and he’s been 
a good one, though you’d never guess it. Y.ou never 
saw James in his palmy days. 

Curistopuer. Only in his balmy days, poor 
beggar. 

Mary. Till this here ’ateful thing turned his head, 
he was a helpmate rather above the common, Mr 
Christopher. Ive seen other married people, and i 
ain’t blind. So it?s my duty to do all I can for him 
to the finish. 

CuristopHer. You have--everything 4 woman 
could do. 

Mary. He’s a coward and a worm and a disgrace 
to the family, but I love him dearly—from force of 
"abit—there’s nothing like “abit. 

CunistoruéR. Better love somebody else from 
force of habit, than yourself. 

[The sound of voices singing “ The Old Hum- 
dra” psalm ve heard from the church, 

Many. Yes—for better, for worse I took the poor 
man; and he'll be the first to thank me when it’s all 
over and he’s calming down in his heavenly mansion. 

[A grunt from Jamas who vs lying unseen by 
the choir whereon MiAAcen’ sat, 

CunistorHer. There he is, poor devil! 

Mary. Ontheground. [Knedsbhesidehim.| James, 
dear—it’s your Polly. Get up, or you'll catch your 
death. If you’ll put on your coat, we'll go over to 
church. They’re singing a nice hymn by the sound 
. of it. 
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James. [Rising.] There—there, you silly old fool— 
you've woke me up—cuss you—you ve woke me up ; 
and if you'd let me alone, I should have slept through 
it. 

Mary. Kiss your Polly, then ! 

JamES. Damn my Polly—you were always a 
know-nothing. What’s the time? My God! It’s 
on to us! [Hovwls.] 

CHRISTOPHER. Leave him to me—go away. 

Mary. He ain’t had a mouthful between his lips 
to-day. Don’t be harsh with him. He don’t mean 
a word of it. He knows I’m a clever woman. 

CHRISTOPHER. Leave him to me, Mary. 

[Hat Mary. 
[JAMES shouts and curses the comet. 

JAMES. Blue—blue—everybody’s blue as corpses 
before they’re dead. Why don’t it come and have 
done with it? [Very violent.] Keep us hanging on to 
life, like mice under a cat’s paw. I wouldn’t treat 
a black-beetle so bad. Slow murder—slow murder— 
that’s what itis. Where’s my wife? How dare she 
be out of my sight at a time like this ? 

CHRISTOPHER. [Who has taken a little bottle out of 
has pocket.) Drink this—every drop. Ive kept it for 
you. Down with it. Come on! 

[A shght struggle. CurRIsTOPHER gently, but 
firmly, makes him sit down, and kneels 
beside him. 

It’s got to be, my son. [He pours drink down JAMES’s 
throat.| Now sit here and keep calm. It’s all right— 
don’t you bother any more. 
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James. [Calming down] Dope—eh ? There’s a lot 
of dope being drunk to-night. I'll talk about this 
dirty work in the next world—Ill showit up. Yes, 
I will, Pll tell everybody how—how I’ve been 
treated. I don’t mind so much for myself, but 
what's my wife done—a wife in ten thousand— 
what’s master done—what—what have you done— 
what’s ¢ [He becomes unconscious and sinks to 
sleep. | 


Enter Nicuouas in a big dressing-gown. He 
has shrunk and seems a ghost already. 


NicHouas. Janey has positively gone to bed. She 
went out and posted a letter to her friend, Miss 
Foster, and then retired. It’s really wonderful how 
she persists in error; but she’s prepared, Christopher, 
she is probably far more ready to go than any of us. 
James, too, I see, is sleeping—nature exhausted. 

CHRISTOPHER. Let him be. He’s better like that. 

Nicuoras. Thanks to Lucas our accounts are 
absolutely clear and so I go in peace; but my heart 
is torn for you young people. We naturally think 
of the young at sucha time. Have you had anything 
to eat to-day ? [fear not. I drank a glass of wine 
just now—went and found it in the sideboard and 
drank some. A selfish thing to do perhaps, but— 
Why, here is Janey! She hasn’t gone to bed. 


Enter JANE, wrapped up in her dressing-gown, 
with a shawl over her head. 


JANE. Where’s Mary ? Really, there seems to be 
G 
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an end of all discipline in this house! I told her to 
set the alarm for five minutes to three, and it goes off 
nearly twenty minutes too soon ! 

Nicuonas. We have yet nearly twenty minutes by 
the study clock. The study clock is rarely wrong. 

Jane. Then I’ll go back to bed. Why you all 
want to catch colds I can’t imagine. 

Nicnoas. Even if we catch colds, there won’t be 
time for them to develop. 

JANE. Wait till to-morrow ! [Eat JANE. 

Nicuouas. Janey always trusted to-morrow—a 
sanguine nature. You’ve been wonderful, Chris- 
topher—so strong, so sane—so courageous—the 
physician of common sense to us all—and many 
more than us—many, many more—a tower of 
strength. 

CuRIsToPHER. I’d do twice as much—ten times as 
much—if the time had to come over again. I’ve 
missed a deuce of a lot of things I might have done. 
I never got so high as you did, Uncle Nick. You’re 
the finest brand I’ve struck in human nature—but 
one—and she’s a part of yourself. 

Nicuoxas. I like to think you esteem Elizabeth, 
and I feel sure she might have loved you too in time, 
had she enjoyed a little more leisure to consider her 
own affairs. 

CurisTopHER. I guess she thought about every- 
body on earth but herself. 

Nicuotas. Yes; human nature has_ revealed 
wonderful and beautiful things during the last few 
weeks. Some have risen to heroic greatness. Doubt- 
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less their sphere of usefulness will only be extended. 
Better work in a better world awaits all of us, 
Christopher. s 

CuristoruEr. I’m glad you think so. 

Nionouas. Indeed I do, A great peace has come 
over me. I am ready. LHasy for us, easy for us. 
The noble thing is to see the young ready too, their 
bravery is greater than ours, as their loss is greater. 
Oh, the wonderful young ! 


Enter Buizaznrn with a muffler. She is very weary 
and haggard. MiuLicent comes with her. 


Exuizasers. Wrap this round your threat, father. 
CuaristopHER. [Noting that Mituicenr has now 
tidied herself and done her hair.) That’s better—wise 
girl! Tl bet Reggie’s in his dinner jacket looking 
as smart as need be. 
{Mitiicen’ looks at him a question and qoes off. 

Nicuouas. Thank you, child. The souls of men 
are giving up their secrets, Betty. Hidden things 
have appeared. Strange truths have come to light. 
The Blue Comet has proved a great touchstone. 

Euizazeru. My Golden Wyandottes are all asleep 
and quite happy. 

Curisropner. He’s brought reality and stripped 
wisdom bare—this blue devil! 

Nicnoxas. It has taught man that the highest 
happiness is to minister—to minister ceaselessly. 
Better than happiness even, for it breeds peace. 

Exizazetu. The highest happiness. Oh, Chris—at 
‘least we’ve tasted the highest happiness. 
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CurisToPHER. I suppose so. Rather an acquired 
taste in my opinion. You’ve done things the comet 
can’t destroy, anyway. You're greater than a 
million comets. He can smash you—but he can’t 
smash what you’ve done. 

Nicuotas. To be greater than our fate is noble. 
Have we not astonished ourselves—even the least of 
us? Small wonder then that we astonish one 
another. I have lived these days in a dream of 
amazement. What we thought we loved, we love no 
more. And yet—I have a fancy to go with this 
little book in my hand—a very human book, written 
by one in sorrow—Boethius—his “ Consolations of 
Philosophy.” 

[Motor horns sound. 
Is it possible that people will choose to face annihila- 
tion in their motor-cars ? 

EizaBetH. Thousands will, father. 

CHRISTOPHER. They do every day. The air’s full 
of flying machines to-night too. Hear ’em? They 
don’t believe in our total extermination in America 
at Chicago. 


Enter JANE. 


Jane. Ive caught cold and it’s developing fast. 
Where’s Mary ? 
Nicuoras. America doesn’t entirely believe in the 
Blue Comet, Janey. 
JANE. Doesn’t it? That’s one of the most satis- 
factory things I’ve ever heard about America. 
[JANE sneezes. 
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Nicnouas. Do go indoors, Janey, if you think it 
worth while. It’s mild for the season of the year— 
still—April is an uncertain month. ; 

JANE. By the irony of fate, I shall probably be the 
only Bedale to perish of this nonsense. 

ExvizaBpera. Come in, Aunt Janey, and wrap 
yourself up. 

Jane. No, no—we'll all catch our death together. 

Nicuoxas. There are only ten minutes now. 


Enter Mary. 


Mary. Here’s the Colonel—he’s gone—his mind’s 
gone at last! He stuck it as long as he could. Now 
he’s a broke down at the finish, poor gentleman! 
He’s as mad as James. 

Evizasetu. Never, Mary ! 

Mary. He is, Miss Elizabeth. He’s all dressed up, 
like one of they gentlemen outside a picture palace. 


Enter Lucas in lus old uniform of the time of the 
Egyptian campaign. He wears full dress, hos 
sword, his V.C. medal and his decorations. 
Miuuicent follows him. 


Nicuoxas. Lucas! The uniform! How it rolls 
the years back ! 

Lucas. I felt it only seemly to meet my Maker so 
—with the old sword and the old medal, that I had 
from my Queen’s own hand, Nicholas. 

Nicuoxas. Most seemly, most seemly, my dear 
fellow. 
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Jane. Are those absurd things aired, Lucas ? 
Because if not 

Lucas. They’re aired, Janey, but the moth has 
got into them, I’m sorry to find. That, however, is 
a detail. 

JANE. Your waistband wants letting out. 

CHRISTOPHER. [70 Mary, who kneels by JAMEs.] 
Don’t wake him. He’s quite comfortable. 

Nicuouas. There are only a few minutes more, 
children. Where is Morris. 

Miuicent. Looking at Betty’s picture. Ill fetch 
him. [Eat MILLIcENT. 

Lucas. [To CuristopHER.] The people are pulling 
themselves together. The crowds are behaving in a 
more restrained and orderly manner than one might 
have hoped. Very little mafficking. England will 
make a fairly respectable end after all, no matter 
what the more hysterical nations may do. 

CHRISTOPHER. Australia will go game, you bet. 

Lucas. America still doubts! 

Jane. They have a perfect right to doubt—just 
as I do myself. 


Enter Morris and MILuicent. 

Lucas. Jane and America are both notoriously 
obstinate. 

Nicuo.as. America may be right. Chicago is a 
very advanced centre of thought, I believe. 

JANE. A practical place—full of common sense. 

Nicnouas. I had fancied they might be a little 
erude in Chicago. 
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Jane. Common sense is far too rare to be crude, 
Nicholas. 

CuRIsTOPHER. Yes; the Yankees are just sick 
with themselves, because they can’t quite see how 
to catch it. 

Lucas. Catch it—catch the Blue Comet, Chris- 
topher ? 

CurisTopHER. Yes. The comet represents un- 
limited force, Uncle Lucas—gigantic physical powers 
—all going to waste. From the Chicago point of 
view it’s just a hundred billion dollar comet lost to 
the U.S.A. 

Lucas. Not lost! Not wasted! The Almighty 
wastes nothing and loses nothing. Only man is 
wasteful. 

Morris. There’s enough energy in the beggar to 
heat our houses, light our streets, run our railways 
and motor-cars and aeroplanes, and do all the driving 
and fighting work of the world for about a thousand 
years ! 

Nicuoxas. Prodigious thought ! 

Lucas. They think that in Chicago ? 

CurisToPHEeR. They do. They want to pot the 
comet, can him, tin him, preserve him, store him, 
lock him up for the use of the generations to come. 
They may do it yet. The nation who knew how to 
work that trick would be the mightiest power on 
earth. 

Lucas. There is no nation on earth but our own 
that could be trusted with the Blue Comet for a 
moment. 
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Jane. America might take it in exchange for the 
War Debt if Europe could get hold of it. But 
mark my words—should anybody catch it, he will 
be a Scot. 

Lucas. These are not moments in which to in- 
dulge in frivolous ideas, Jane. We have but five 
minutes more of mortal life. 

Jane. [Tartly.] You continue to relish the situa- 
tion, I see. 

EizABEeTH. How lovely the lilac smells. 

Miuuicent. And how ghastly it looks—it seems to 
know. 

Mary. Shall I fetch you a glass of the ’65, Miss 
Jane ? 

JANE. No, thank you, Mary—not till afterwards! 

Nicuouas. Sit here beside me, Betty—Millicent. 

Lucas. Let no one sit. We must stand—all of us 
—or kneel. Civilians, I think, should kneel. 

EizaBetu. How still the people are ! 

Mitiicent. The poor world’s holding its breath. 

Morris. “‘ The very houses seem to know.” 

Lucas. The time has come for our farewells. Of 
this generation it is true, indeed, that we shall all 
be changed in the twinkling of an eye. Good-bye, 
brother. [Shakes hands with Nicno.uas.] 

Nicuotas. Farewell, dear Lucas, for a little while. 

Lucas. Good-bye, Janey. Be sure that those who 
have gone before are making ready the new home 
for all of us. 

JANE. I don’t think so at all, Lucas. That 
wouldn’t be Bedale work. 
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NicuoLas. Good-bye—God bless you, Mary and 
James. 

Mary. Same to you, sir. James is asleep, else 
he’d say the same, sir. And good-bye, Miss Janey 
and the young ladies. 

EizaBeTH. Good-bye, dear Mary. 

Nicwoxas. Let us kneel, Janey. 

Jane. Oh yes—just the thing for your rheumatism. 

Nicuotas. It is time. 

[THEY all kneel, a little apart, but Lucas. 
Betty hesitates, and then goes and kneels 
by CHRISTOPHER. He looks at her with 
joy and holds her hand. MixLicEnT goes 
to her father. Lucas stands apart from 
the rest with his hand on his sword. A 
hymn is heard faintly from the church : 
“O God, our help in ages past.” A clock 
strikes three. Lucas draws his sword and 
stands at the salute. A rumble of thunder 
and one vivid flash of lightning. Another 
clock strikes three, then another. A pause. 

Morris. It’s missed us—it’s missed us ! 

Lucas. Attention! As you were! 

CHRISTOPHER. Never as we were, by God! 

[A pause. 

Lucas. Can a Royal Commission be so entirely 
wistaken ? 

EvizABeTH. It was to happen on the stroke, or not 
at all. [A great shout rises and swells from far off. 

Mary. [To James.] Wake up—wake up, James! 
The creature’s gone! 
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JAMES. [Waking up with a sleepy smile on his face.] 
That makes my dream come true. I knew—I knew 
that blue dog couldn’t hurt my wife. 

[Mary takes JAMES in her arms and weeps 
tears of gratitude. 

Lucas. [Blankly.] But—but—is it possible that 
Science—— ? [ Pause. 

[The shout increases. 

MituicentT. Does God hear that, I wonder ? 

Nicuotas. Be sure He does. He was waiting for 
it. 

James. I ’ope ’E didn’t ’ear me yesterday. I 
dressed ’Im down something shocking. 

Mary. [To Janz.] Has it gone past ’Ampstead, 
Miss Janey ? 

Jane. Yes, Mary; it has gone where it was always 
meant to go. 

CHRISTOPHER. Gone—with its tail between its 
legs. 

James. Id like to spit on ’is tail and get a bit of 
my own back. 

EvizaBetu. Forgive it, James. 

James. It ain’t so easy, Miss. I’ve made a fool 
of myself and it’s hard to forgive them that make 
you do that. 

CHRISTOPHER. Right you are, Jimmy. But you 
can—if they forgive you. 

Lucas. [Putting up his sword.| We are to live, it 
seems. 

CHRISTOPHER. Bear up, Uncle. Face your dis- 
appointment like a soldier. 
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Minuicent. Life! Life! Reggie’s going to live, 
Betty! And now he knows I am. 

Lucas. This is a death-blow to Science, Christopher. 
The world will never trust it again. 

Morris. Don’t you believe that, Uncle Lucas. 
Science will explain everything away to-morrow— 
that’s all it does—explain everything away. I’d 
hang the Commission—the whole crowd of ’em, 
lynch ’em. 

CuRisToPHER. Maybe America did something cute 
at the last moment, and set a trap for it. 

{There is great shouting. 

James. Caught him? Then [ll spit on his tail 
after all ! 

Morris. Hark at London! 

ExizasetH. How happy it is! 

CuristoPpHER, I wonder. Millions thought they 
were going and acted accordingly. They'll be up 
against it to-morrow. 

James. And the birth-rate next year—oh Lord! 
And everybody’s spent all their money. 

Mary, It’s time the family had a bit to eat, 
James. 

James. A case for soup, not solids, and a bottle of 
sparkling wine. 

JANE. It’s a case for the ’65, and I can’t have a 
glass too soon. 

[Hxeunt Mary and JAMEs. 

Nicnotas. A new world begins to-night for all of 
us. A wonderful new world, children—a world for 


_ heroes to live in at last. 
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Lucas. Hope for it; hope for it, Nicholas, but 
don’t be too sanguine. Goodwill alone can make the 
world fit to live in. Has the comet brought that ? 

Nicnouas. To think of yesterday! Yesterday 
and to-morrow and the day after! How pleasant, 
Janey, that we can talk with confidence of 
to-morrow. 

JANE. To-morrow—yes. It’s about the only thing 
you can trust in my experience. 

CHRISTOPHER. [7'0 E1izaBetu.] Can I, I wonder ? 

ELIZABETH. You know you can. 

~ [The blue light has begun to wane and a white 
light takes its place. The white light now 
slowly dominates the blue ; but tt is as yet 
only the cold white light of dawn. 

Mitucent. The world is saying, “ Thank you, 
God!” 

JANE, D-d-don’t be sent-sent-sentimental, Milli- 
cent. [She breaks down and weeps.) 

Lucas. Janey crying ! 

Nicnouas. Merciful powers ! 

[They crowd round where she sits. 

JANE. I be-be-believed in the comet all the time 
—and pretended I didn’t ! 

Lucas. You heroine, Janey ! 

EvizABETH. The bravest of us all! 


Enter Mary from house with glass of wine. 
Mary. [Astonished.] Lor’! Miss Jane crying! 
Have the comet touched her ? 
CHRISTOPHER. It’s touched everybody, old girl ! 
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Mary. We've got ready a bit of breakfast—or 
supper—as you look at it. 

CurisToPHER. Lations of tea, Mary ? 

Mary. Sorry, sir. But that beastly runaway star 
have turned the milk sour ! 

CuristoPHER. Not the milk of human kindness, 
anyway. : 

[A rosy light has warmed the day, and shown 
them all very old and haggard and pale. 
These things only appear in the clean light 
of morning. They must be very marked on 
all of them to indicate what they have been 
through. 

Nicuouas. The sun has found the little world still 
circling round him ! 

[Suddenly bells peal out near and far. Several 
chimes are heard. Then follows the dull 
thud of guns. 

Lucas. Hark! A salute! A salute to the 
Almighty ! 
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ARE YOU A MASON? 
Fares in 3 acts. By Leo Ditrichstein. 7 males, 7 fo 


males. Modern costumes. Plays 2% hours. 1 interior. 


-**Are You a Mason??? is one of those delightful farees like 
**Oharley’s Aunt’’ that are always fresh. ‘‘A mother and » 
‘daughter,’’ says the critic of the New York Herald, ‘‘had hns- 
bands who account for absences from the joint household on 
frequent evenings, falsely pretending to be Maxons. The men 
do not know each other’s duplicity, and each tells his wife of 
haying advanced to Icadership in his lodge. The older woman 
was so well pleased with her husband’s supposed distinction in 
the order that she made him promise to put up the name of a 
visiting friend for membership. Further perplexity over ths 
principal ligr arose when 4 suitor for his second daughkter’s hand 
proved to be a reali Mason. . To tell the story of the play 
would reguire volumes, its complications are so numérous. It is 
a house of cards. One card wrongly piaced and the whole thing 
would collapse. But it stands, an. example of remarkable in- 
genuity.. You wonder at the end of the first act hew the fun 
ean be kept up on such a slender foundation. But it continues 
and grows to the last curtain.’’ One of the most hilariously 
‘amusing farces ever written, especially suited to schools and 
Masonic Lodges. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) Price, 75 Cents, 


KEMPY- 


A delightful comedy in, 3 acts, By ‘J. C. Nugent and 
Elliott Nugent. 4 males, 4 females, 1 interior frenshont 
Costumes, modern. Plays 2% hours, 


No wonder “‘Kempy’’ has been suck a tremendous hit in New 
York, Ohicago—-wherever it has played. If snaps with wit and 
humor of the most delightful kind. It’s electric, It’s small- 
town folk perfectly pictured, Full of types of varied sorts, each 
one done ‘to a turn and served with zestful sauce, An ideal 
entertainment for emusement purposes. The story is about a high- 
faluiim’ deaghter who in a fit cf pique marries the young plumber- 
architect, who comes to fix the water pipes, just because he 
**understands’’ her, haying read her book and haying sworn to 
Iarry the authoress. But in that story lies all the humor that 
kept the audience laughing every second of every act. Of course 
there are lots of ramifications, each of which bears its own brand. 
of leughter-making potentials. But the plot and the story are 
not the main things. There is, fer instance, the work of the 
company. ‘The fun growing out of this family mixup is lively and 
clean. (Royalty, twenty-five dollars.) .— Price, 75 Centa, 
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